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LONDON: 1 
printed for Jacob Tonſon, At. & Gakeſrar' J 
Head, over-againſt Catharine-Streee i in 


the Strand. 1711. — 


To the Right Honourabte 
LION EL. 
EARL 4 


Dorſet and Middleſex. 


Your Name to this 
Epiſtle, when in the 


Book is publiſh'd almoſt 
againſt my Inclination. But in all Cafes, 
My Lord, You have an Hereditary 


Right to whatever may be call'd Mine. 
Many of the {Omen Pieces were 


writ by the Command of Your Excel- 
lent Father; and molt of the reſt, un- 
der his Protection 2 Patronage. | 


- 
. 
* 


Lordſhip, that I prefix 


Freface I declare the 


8 Ko 
- 8 


DEDICATION, 


My Lord, the natural Endowments of 


Four Mind, (which, without ſuſpicion 


of Flattery, I may tell You are very 
great) the good Education with which 
theſe Parts have been improved, and 
Your coming into the World and ſee- 
ing Men very early, make us expect 
from Your Lordſhip all the Good, which 
our Hopes can form in Favour of a 
young Nobleman. Tx Marcellus eris, 
our Eyes and our Hearts are turned on 
You; You muſt be a Judge and Maſter 
of all Polite Learning, a Friend and Pa- 
tron to Men of Letters and Merit, a 
faithful and able Counſellor to Your 
Prince, a true Patriot to Your Coun- 
fry, an Ornament and Honour to the 
it 


es You poſſeſs, and in one Word, 


2 Worthy Son to the Great Earl of 
E ODorſer.” | 

It is as impoffible to mention that 
Name without defiring to Commend 
the Perſon, as it is to give him the Com- 
mendations which his Vertues deſerved, 
But I aſſure my ſelf, the moſt agreeable 
Complement 1 can bring Your Lord- 
ſhip, is to pay a grateful Reſpect to Your 


Father's Memory; and my own Obli- 


gations to Him were ſuch, that the World 
muſt pardon my Endeavouring at His 


The particular Felicity of Your Birth, 


Cha- 


„ 
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Character, however I may miſcarry in 
the Attempt. 


A Thouſand Ornaments and Graces 
met in the Compoſition of this Great 
Man, andcontributed to make Him uni- 

verſally Belov'd and Eſteem'd: The Fi- 
gure of His Body was Strong, Propor- 
tionable, Beautiful: and were His Pi- 
cure well Drawn, it muſt deſerve the 
Praiſe given to the Portraits of Ka- 
phael, and at once create Love and Re- 
ſpect. While the Greatneſs ot His Mein 
inform'd Men, they were approaching 
the Nobleman; the Sweetneſs of it in- 
vited them to come nearer to the Patron: 
There was in His Look and Geſture 
ſomething, that is eaſier conceived than 
deſcribed ; that gain'd upon You in his 
Favour, before he ſpoke one Word. 
His Behaviour was Eaſie and Courte- 
ous to all; but Diſtinguiſhed and Adap- 
ted to each Man in particular, accord- 
ing to his Station and Quality. His Ci- 
vility was free from the Formility of 
Rule, and flowed immediately from his 

good Senſe. 8 
Such were the Natural Faculties and 
Strength of His Mind. that He had oc- 
caſion to borrow very little from Edu- 
cation; and he owed thoſe Advantages 
A 4 to 


DEDICATION. 
to His own good Parts, which others 
acquire by Study and Imitation. His 
Wit was Abundant, Noble, Bold: Wit 
in moſt Writers is like a Fountain in a 
Garden, ſupply'd by ſeveral Streams 
drought thro? artful Pipes, and playing 
ſometimes agreeably : But the Earl of 
Dorſet's was a Source riſing from the 
Top of a Mountain, which forced its 
own way, and with  inexhauſtible Sup- 
plies delighted and inriched the Country 
thro* which it paſs'd. 
This extraordinary Genius was ac- 
company'd with ſo true a Judgment in 
all Parts of fine Learning, that what- 
. ever Subject was before him, he Di- 
ſcours'd as properly of it, as if the pe- 
cular bent of his. Study had been ap- 
ly'd that way; And he perfected this 
Judgment by Reading and Digeſting the 
eſt Authors, tho? he quoted them very 
ſeldom: | 5 
Contemnebat potius litefas, quam ne- 
1 ſciebat 5 | 
And rather ſeem'd to draw his Know- 
ledge from his pwn Stores, than to owe 
it to any Foreign Aſſiſtance. 
The Brightneſs of his Parts, the Solidity 
of his Judgment, and the Candour and 
Cenerolity of his Temper diſtinguiſh' d 
him in an Age of great Politenels, and 
| — 
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at a Court abounding with Men of the 
fineſt Senſe and Learning. The moſt 
eminent Maſters in their ſeveral ways 
appeal'd to his Determination: Waller 
thought it an Honour to conſult him in 
the Softneſs and Harmony of his Verſe; 
and Dr. Spraz, inthe Delicacy and Turn 
of hisProſe: Dryden determines by him, 
under the Character of Hugenius, as to 
the Laws of Dramatick Poetry. Butler 
ow'd it to him, that the Court taſted his g 
Hudibras; Micherly, that the Town | 
liked his Plain Dealer; and the late 
Duke of Baclingbam defert'd to publiſh 6 
his Kehearſal, till he was ſure, (as he 
expreſſed it) that my Lord Dorſet 
would not Rehearſe upon him again.“ 
If we wanted foreign Teſtimony, 1 
Fyntaine and &. Evremont have acknow- 
ledg*d, that he was a perfect Maſter in the 
Beauty and Fineneſs of their Language, 
and of all that they call /es Belles Let- 
tres: Nor was this Nicety of his Jug - 
ment. confined only to Books and Li- 
terature ; but was the ſame in ' Statuary, 
Painting, and all other Parts of Art. 
Bernini would have taken his Opinion 
upon the Beauty and Attitude of a Fi- 
gure; and King Charles did not agree 
with Lilly, that my Lady Cleveland's 
1 AJ Pidute 
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Picture was finiſhed, 'till it had the Ap- 
probation ot my Lord Bucſthurſt. 


As the judg nent which he made of 


others Writings could not be retuted; 


the Manner in which he wrote, will 


hardly ever be equalled: Every one of his 
Pieces is an Ingot ot Gold, intrinſically 
and ſolidly Va luable; ſuch as, Wrought 
or Beat thinner, would ſhine thro' a 
Whole Book of any other Author. His 
Thought was always New, and the Ex- 
preſſion of it ſo particularly Happy, that 
every body knew immediately it could 
only be my Lord Dorſet's; and yet it 
was ſo eaſy too, that every body was 
ready to imagine himſelf capable of writ- 
ing it. There is a Luſtre in his Verſes, 
like that of the Sun in Claude Loraine's 
Landskips, it looks Natural, and is Ini- 
mitable. His Love Verſes have a Mix- 
ture of Delicacy and Strength; they con- 
vey the Wit of Petronius in the Softneſs 
of Tibullus. His Satyr indeed is ſo ſe- 
verely Pointed, that in it He appears 
what his Great Friend, the Earl of Ko- 
cheſter, that other Prodigy of the Age) 
ſays he was; 

The beſt good Man, with the worſt- natur d 

Muſe. 


Vet even here that Character may juſtly 


be Applied to him, which Perſius gives 
I Ts "© 


: 
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BEPICAT TON; 
of the beſt Writer in this Kind, that ever 
lived, | 
Omne vafer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico 
T angit, & admiſſus circum præcordia ludit. 
And the Gentleman had always ſo much 
the better of the Satyriſt, that the Per- 
ſons touched did not know where to fix 
their Reſentments; and were forced to 
appear rather Aſhamed than Angry. Yet 
| fo far was this great Author from Va- 
luing himſelf upon his Works, that he 
cared not what became of them, though 
every body elſe did. There are many 
Things of His not Extant in Writing, 
which however are always repeated : 
like the-Verſes and Sayings of the An- 
tient Druide, they retain a univerſal Ve- 
neration, tho” they are preſerved only by 
Memory, | | 

As it is often ſeen, that thoſe Men 
who are leaſt Qualified for Buſineſs, love 
it moſt ; my Lord Dorſer's Character was, 
that He certainly underſtood it, but did 
not care for it. | 

Coming very Young to the Poſſeſſion 
of two Flentiful Eſtates, and in an Age 
when Pleaſure was more in Faſhion than 
Buſineſs; he turned his Parts rather to 
Books and Converſation, than to Poli- 
ticks, and what more immediately re- 
lated to the Public : But * we 

| . a e 
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Safety of his Country demanded his Aſ- 
ſiſtance, He readily entred into the moſt 
Active Parts of Life; and underwent 
the greateſt Dangers with a Conſtancy 
of Mind, which ſhewed, that he had not 
only read the Rules of Philoſophy, but 
underſtood the Practice of them. 
In the firſt Dureh War he went a Vo- 
luntier under the Duke of Tork: His Be- 
haviour, during that Campaigne, was 
ſuch as diſtinguiſh'd the Sacville deſcen- 
ded from that Hildebrand of the Name, 
who was one of the greateſt Captains 
that came into England with the Con- 
gueror, But his making a Song the Night 
before the Engagement (and it was one 
of the prettieſt that ever was made) car- 
ries with it ſo ſedate a Preſence of Mind, 
and ſuch an unuſual Gallantry, that it 
deſerves as much to be Recorded, as A- 
lexander*s jeſting with his Soldiers, be- 
fore he paſſed the Granicus; or Milliam 
the Firſt of Orange, giving Order over 
Night for a Battel, and deſiring to be 
called in the Morning, leſt he ſhould hap- 
pen to fleep too long. 4 | 
From hence during the remaining part 
of King Charles's Reign, he continued 
to live in Honourable Leiſure: He was 
of the Bed-chamber to the King, and 


Poſſeſſed, not only his Maſter's Favour, 


but 


DEDIC ATION. 
but in a great Degree his Familiarity ; 
never leaving the Court, but when he 
was ſent to that of France, dn ſome 
ſhort Commiſſions and Embailies of 
Complement : as if the King defigned 
to ſhow the French, who would be 
thought the politeſt Nation, that one of 
the fineſt Gentlemen in Europe was his 
Subject; and that we had a Prince who 
underſtood his Worth ſo well, as not to 
ſuffer him to be long out of his Preſence. 

The ſucceeding Reign neither relifh'd 
my Lord's Wit, nor approved his Maxims; 
ſo he retired altogether from Court. But 
as the irretrievable Miſtakes of that un- 
happy Government went on to Threaten 
the Nation with ſomething more Terrible 
than a Duich War, he thought it became 
him to reſume the Courage of his Vouth, 
and once more to Engage Himſelf in de- 
fending the Liberty of his Country. He 
entred into the Prince of Oranges Intereſt, 
and carried on his Part of that great En- 
terprize here in Londow, and under the 
Eye of the Court, with the ſame Reſo- 
lution, as his Friend and Fellow Patriot 
the late Duke of Devoxfhire did in open 
Arms at Nottiagbam; till the Dangers 
of thoſe Times increaſed to Extremity, 
and juſt Apprehenſions aroſe for the 
Safety of the Princeſs, our preſent Glo- 


rious 
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rious Queen; then my Lord Dorſet was 
thought the propereſt Guide of Her ne- 
ceſlary Flight, and the Perſon under 
whole Courage and Direction the Nati- 
on might molt ſately Truſt a Charge ſo 
Precious and Important. | 

After the Eſtabliſhment of their late 
Majeſties upon the Throne, there was 
Room again at Court for Men of my 
Lord's Character. He hid a Part in 
the Councils of thoſe Princes, a great 
Share in their Friendſhip, and all the 
Marks of Diſtinction, with which a 
good Government could reward a Pa- 
 triot: He was made Chamberlain of 
their Majeſties Houſhold, a Place which 


he ſo eminently Adorn'd, by the Grace 


of his Perſon, the Fineneſs of his Breed- 
ing, and the Knowledge and Practice 
of what was Decent and Magnificent, 
that he could only be Rivalled in theſe 
Qualifications by one great Man, who. 
has ſince held the ſame Staff. 
The laſt Honours he received from his 
Soveraign, and indeed they were the 
Greateſt a Subject could receive, were, 
that he was made Knight of the Garter, 
and conſtituted one of the Regents of 
the Kingdom during his Majeſty's 
Abſence. But his Health about that 
time ſenſibly Declining, and no Immi- 
45 nent 


De 


nent Danger Threatning the Public 
Affairs, he left the Butineis to thoſe 
who delignted more in the State of 
it; and appeared only ſometiines at 
Council, to ſhow his Reſpect to the 
Commiſſion: giving as much Leiſure 
as he could to the Relief of thoſe Pains, 
with which it pleaſed God to Afflict 
him; and Indulging the Reflexions of 
a Mind, that had looked thro' the World 
with too piercing an Eye, and was 
grown weary of the Proſpect. Upon 


the whole, it may very juſtly be ſaid of 


this Great Man, with Regard to the 
Public, that thro' the Courſe of his Life, 
he Acted like an able Pilot in a long 
Veyage; contented to fit Qulet in the 
Cabin, when the Winds were allayed, 
and the Waters ſmooth; but vigilant 
and ready to reſume the Helm, when 
the Storm aroſe, and the Sea grew Tu- 
multuous. TE 
I ask Your Pardon, my Lord, if I 
look yet a little more nearly into the 
late Lord Dorſet's Character; if I ex- 
amine it, not without ſome Intention 
of finding Fault; and (which is an odd 
way of making a Panegyric) ſet his Ble- 
miſhes and Imperfections in open View. 
The Fire of his Youth carried him to 
ſome Exceſſes; but they were accom- 
| panied 
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panied with a moſt lively Invention, 
and true Humour: The little Violences 
and eaſie Miſtakes of a Night too gaily 
ſpent (and that too in the Beginning of 
Life) were always ſet Right the next 
Day, with great Humanity, and ample 
Retribution His Faults brought their 
Excuſe with them; and his very Failings 
had their Beauties: ſo much Sweetneſs 
accompanied what he ſaid, and ſo great 
Generoſity u hat he did, that People were 
always prepoſteſs'd in his Favour; and 
it was in Fact true, what the late Earl 
of Rocheſter laid in Jeſt to King Charles, 
That he did not know how it was; but 
my Lord Dorſet might do any thing, yet 
was never to Blame. 

He was naturally very ſubje& to Paſ- 
ſion; but the ſhort Guſt was ſoon over, 
and ſerved only to ſet off the Charms 
of his Temper, when more Compos'd : 
That very Paſſion broke out with Force 
of Wit, that made even Anger agrcea- 
ble: While'it laſted, he faid and forgot 
a thouſand. Things, which other Men 
would have been glad to have ſtudied 
and writ; but the Impet uoſity was Cor- 
rected upon a Moment's Reflexion ; and 
the Meaſure altered with ſuch Grace 
and Delieaey, that you could ſcarce per- 
ecive where the Key was Changed. 1 

| 5 e 
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He was very Sharp in his Reflexions; 
but never in the wrong place: his Darts 
were ſure to wound; but they were 
ſure too to hit None but thoſe, whoſe 
Follies gave them very fair Aim; and 
when he allowed no Quarter, he had 
certainly been provoked by more than 
common Error: By Mens tedious and 
circumſtantial Recitals of their own Af- 
fairs, or by their multiply'd Queſtions a- 
bout His : By extreme Ignorance and 
Impertinence, or the mixture of theſe, 
an ill- judg'd and never-ceaſing Civili- 
ty; or laſtly, by the two Things that 
were his utter Averlion, the Inſinuation 
of a Flatterer, and the Whiſper of a Tate- 
bearer. | 

If therefore we ſet the Piece in its 
worſt Poſition, if its Faults be moſt ex- 
poſed, the Shades will (till appear very, 
tinely join'd with their. Lights ; aud 
every Imperfection will be diminiſhed 
by the Luſtre of tome Neighb'ring Ver- 
tue: But if we turn the great Drawings 
and wonderful Colourings to their true 
Light, the whole muſt appear Beautiful, 
Noble, Admirable. | 
Ne poſſeſſed all thoſe Vertues in the 
higheſt Degree, upon which the Plea- 
ſure of Society, and the Happineſs of 
Life depend; and he exerciſed them with 

| | the 
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the greateſt Decency and beſt Manners. 

As good Nature is ſaid, by a 

„ ee great * Author, to belong 

Coy more particularly to the Ex- 

| gliſh than any other Nation; 

it may again be ſaid, that it belonged 

more particularly to the late Earl of Dor- 
ſer, thin to any other Exgliſh Man. 

A kind Husband he was without Fond- 
neſs, and an indulgent Father with- 
out Fartiality-: So extraordinary good a 
Maſter, that that Quality ought indeed 
to have been number'd among his De- 
fects: For he was often worſe ſerved 
than became his Station, from his Un- 
willingneſs to aſſume an Authority too 
Severe. And during thoſe little T'ranſ- 
ports of Paſſion, to which juſt now 
ſaid he was ſubject, I have known his 
Servants get into his way, that they 
might make a Merit of it immediately 
after; for he that had the good Fortune 
to be Chid, was ſure of being Reward- 
ed for it. 1 

His Table was one of the laſt that 
gave Us an Example of the Old Houſe- 
keeping of an Engliſs Nobleman. A 
Freedom reigned at it, that made every 


one of his Gueſts think Himſelf at Home; 


and an Abundance, which ſhowed that 
the Maſter's Hoſpitality extended to ma- 


ny 
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ny more, than thoſe who had the Ho- 
nour to ſit at Table with him. 
In his Dealings with other Men, his 


Care and ExaQneis, that every one ſhould 
have his Due, was ſuch, that one would 


think he had never ſeen the Court : The 
Politeneſs and Civility with which this 
Juſtice was adminiſtred, would convince 
one, he never had lived out of it. 

He was ſo ſtrict an Obſerver of his 
Word, that no Confideration- whatever 


could make him break it; yet ſo cau- 


tious, leſt the Merit of his Act ſhould 
ariſe from that Obligation only, that he 
uſually did the greateſt Favours without 
making any previous Promiſe. So in- 
violable was he in his Friendſhip, and ſo 
kind to the Character of thoſe, whom 


he had once Honoured with a more in- 


timate Acquaintince, that nothing leſs 
than a Demonſtration of ſome Eſſential 
Fault, could make bim break with them; 


and then too, his good Nature did not 
conſent to it, without the greateſt Re- 
luctance and Difficulty. Let me give one 


Inſtance of this amongſt many: When, 
as Lord Chamberlain, he was obliged to 
take the King's Penſion from Mr. Dry- 
den, who had long before put himſelf 
out of a Poſſibility of Receiving any Fa- 
vour from the Court, my Lord * 

| im 


| 


. 


- 
1 
4 
x 


r 
i 


| 


DEDICATION. 


him an Equivalent out of his own E- 
ſtate: However diſpleaſed with the Con- 


ed his Neceſſities; and while he gave 
him his Aſſiſtance in Private, in Pub- 
lick he extenuated or pitied his Error. 
The Foundation indeed of theſe Ex- 


my Lord Dorſet's Character, was, that 
unbounded Charity which ran through 
the whole Tenour of his Life; and ſat 
as viſibly Predominant over the other 
Faculties of his Soul, as ſhe is ſaid todo 
in Heaven above Her Siſter Vertues. 
Crouds of Poor daily thronged his 
Gates, expecting thence their Bread; 
and were ſtill leſſened by his ſending the 
moſt worthy Objects of His Bounty to 
Apprentiſhips or Hoſpitals: The Lazar 
and the Sick, as He accidentally ſaw 
them, were ſent from the Street to the 
Phyſician; and many of them not only 
reſtored to Health, but ſupplied with 
what might enable them to reſume their 
former Callings, and make their future 
Life happy: The Priſoner has often been 
releaſed by my Lord's paying the Debt; 
and the Condemned has been ſaved by 
his interceſſion with the Soveraign, 
where he thought the Letter of the Law 
too rigid. To theſe whole Circumſtan- 
Ces 


duct of his old Acquaintance, he reliev- 


cellent Qualities, and the Perfection of 
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ces were ſuch, as made them aſhamed of 
their Poverty, He knew how to beſtow 
his Munificence, without offending their 
Modefty ; and under the Notion of fre- 
quent Preſents, gave them what amount- 
ed to a Subſiſtance: Many yet alive know 
this to be true, tho' he told it to none; 
nor ever was more uneaſy, than when 
any one mentioned it to him. | 
We may find among the Greeks and 
Latins, Tibullus and Gallus, the Noble- 


men that writ Poetry; s and 
Mecenas, the Protectors 8 
Ariſtides, the good Citizen; and Articus, 
the well bred Friend: and bring them in 
as Examples of my Lord Dorſet's Wit, 
his Judgment, his Juſtice, and his Civili- 
ty: But for his Charity, My Lord, we 
can ſcarce find a Parallel in Hiſtory it ſelf. 
Titus was not more the Delicie Hu- 
mani generis on this Account, than my 
Lord Dorſet was: And without any ex- 
aggeration, that Prince did not do more 
rood in Proportion out of the Reve- 
nue of the Roman Empire, than your 
Father out of the Income of a private 


Eſtate; Let this, my Lord, remain to 


You and Your Poſterity a Poſſeſſion for 
ever: To be imitated, and if poſſible to 
be Excelled. 8 


As 
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As to my own Particular, I ſcarce 
knew what Life was,- ſooner than I 
found my ſelf obliged to his Favour ; 
nor have had Reaton to feel any Sor- 
row, ſo ſenſibly as that of His Death. 

Ille dies quem ſemper acerbum 

Semper honoratum (ſic Di voluiſtis) 

Hhabebo. 
Aneas could not reflect upon the 


loſs ot his own Father with greater Pie- 


ty, my Lord, than I muſt recall the 
Memory of Yours; and when I think 
Whole Son I am writing to, the leaſt I 
promiſe my ſelf from Your Goovdnefs, 
is an uninterrupted Continuance of Fa- 


vour, and a Friendſhip for Lite; to 


which, that I may with ſome Juſtice In- 
title my ſelf, I ſend Your Lordſhip a 
Dedication, not filled with a long De- 


tail of Your Praiſes, but with my ſin- 


cereſt Wiſhes that You may Deſerve 
them : That You may Imploy thoſe ex- 
traordinary Parts and Abilities with which 
Heaven has bleſſed You, to the Honour 
of Your Family, the Benefit of Your 
Friends, and the Good of Your Coun- 
try; that all Your Actions may be Great, 
Open and Noble, ſuch as may tell the 
World whoſe Son, and whoſe Succeſ- 
ſor You are. | 
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What 1 now offer to Your Lordfhip 
is a Collection of Poetry, a kind of 
Garland of good Will : If any Verſes 
of my Writing ſhould appear in Print, 
under another Name and Patronage, 
than that of an Earl of Dorſet, People 
might ſuſpe& them not to be Genuine. 
I have attained my preſent End, if theſe 
Poems prove the Diverſion of ſome of 
Your Youthful Hours, as they have 
been occafionally the Amuſement of 
ſome of Mine; and I humbly hope, that 
as I may hereafter bind up my fuller 
Sheaf, and lay ſome Pieces of a very 
different Nature (the Produ@ of my ſe- 
verer Studies) at Your Lordſhip's Feet, 
I ſhall engage Your more ſerious Re- 
flexion : Happy, if in all my Endea- 
vours I may contribute to Your De- 
light, or to Your Inſtruction. I am, 
with all Duty and Reſpect, 


Mr LoRp, 
Tour Lordſbip's 
| Moſt Obedient and | 
Maſt Humble Servant, 


Mar. Prior. 
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Writ having already been Pub- 
. liſh'd, either ſingly or elſe in ſome 
of the Meſcellanies, it would be too late 
for me to make any Excuſe for appearing 
is Print, But a Colledion of Poems has 
lately appeared under my Name, tho with- 
out my Knowledge, in which the Pub- 
1 4 has given me the Honour of ſome 
biugs that did wot belong to me; and has 
Tranſcribed others ſo imperfectiy, that J 
hardly. knew them to be mine. This has 
ebliged me, in my own Defence, to look | 7 
back upon ſome of thoſe | ighter Studies, 
which I ought long ſince to have quitted; 3 
and to Publiſh an mdifferent Collection of | 2 
Poems, for fees of being thought the 
thor of a worſe. - \ 
W beg Pardon of the Publick for 
Reprinting ſomèe Pieces, which as they 
came fingly from. their firſt Impreſſion, 
have, I fancy, lain long and quietly in 
Myr. Tonſon's Shop; and with ne 
whic 


| | 1 greateſt Part of what I have 
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which were never before Printed, and 
might have lain as quietly, and perhaps 
more ſafely, in a Corner of my own Study. 
The Reader as he turns them over, will, 
T hope, make Allowance for their having 
been writ at very diſtant Times, and on 
very different Occaſions; and take them 
as they happen to come, Publick Pane- 
gyrics, Amorons Odes, ſerious Reflexions, 
or Idle Tales; the Product of his leiſure 
Hours, who had commonly Baſineſs e- 
nough upon his Hands, and was only a 
Poet by Accident. 5 5 
I take this Occaſion to than my good 
Friend and School-fellow, Mr. Dibben, 
or his excellent Verſion of the Carmen ' 
Seculare; tho" my Gratitude may juſtly 
carry a little Exvy with it: for I believe 
the moſt accurate Fe will find the 
Tranſlation exceed the Original. | 
I muſt ikewiſe own my ſelf obliged to 
Ars. Singer, who has given me leave to 
Print a Paſtoral of her Writing; Thas 
Poem having produced the Verſes imme- 
diately following it. I wiſh ſhe might be 


prevailed with to publiſh ſome other Pieces 


of that kind, in which the Softneſs of her 
Sex, and the Fineneſs of her Genius, con- 
pire to give her a very diſtinguiſhing Cha- 


racter. 
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Several Occaſions. 


On EXODVUSUI. 14 
I am that I am. 
„ 


Written in 1688, as an Exerciſe at Fe. | 
John s College, Cambridge. 


I. 
AN! Fooliſh Man! 
Scarce know ſt thou how thy pins be- 
Scarcehaſt thou Thought enough to prove Thouart; 
Yet ſteel'd with ftudy'd Boldneſs, thou dar't ry. 
15 To ſend thy doubting Reaſon's dazled Eye ' 
n the myſterious Gulph of vaſt Immenſit y. 
B Much 


— * A * — on vn "= ” 2 
— _ * 4 — mm 3 - - 8 » 
— — — . 
— OT RR PITT 
OO ST * — . A — 


ä * — 2 _ < 
** 2 — r 
8 — —— << ts ts £6 


* ” 
236%" 4s 


On the loy'd Boſom of its Pazent Deep? 


2 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Much thou canſt there diſcern, much thence impart. 
Vain Wretch! ſuppreſs thy knowing Pride; 
Mortifie thy learned Luſt : 
Vain are thy Thoughts, while thou thy (elf art Dug. 
kb 
Let Wit her Sails, her Oars let Wiſdom lend! f 
The Helm let politick Experience guide; 
Yet ceaſe to hope thy ſhort-liv'd Bark ſhall ride 


Down ſpreading Fate's unnavigable Tide. 


What tho' ſtill it farther tend? 
Still 'tis fart her from its End; 
And in the Boſom of that boundleſs Sea 
Still finds its Exror lengthen with its Way. 
III. 
With daring Pride and inſolent Delight 
YourDoubts reſoly*d you boaſt, yourLabours crown'd; 


And, *Evenre ! your God, forſooth, is found 


Incompretindble and Infinite, 

But is he therefore found ? Vain Searcher ! no : 

Let your imperfect Definition ſhow, 

That nothing you, the weak Definer, know, 

: | IV. | 
Say, why ſhou'd the collected Main 

- It ſelf within it ſelf contain? 

Why'to its Caverns ſhou'd it ſometimes creep, 

And with delighted silence ſteep 


Why 


n'd; 


Why 
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Why ſhou'd its num'rous Waters ſtay 
In comely Diſcipline, and fair Array, 
Till Winds and Tides exert their high Command 
Then prompt and ready to obey, 
Why do the riſing Surges ſpread 
Their op'ning Ranks o'er Earth's ſubmiſſive Head, 
Matching thro? different Paths to different Lands ? 
- 4+ 
Why does the conſtant Sun 
With meaſur'd Steps his radiant Journeys run? 
Why does he order the Diurnal Hours 
To leave Earth's other Part, and riſe in ours? 
Why does he wake the correſpondent Moon, 
And fill her willing Lamp with liquid Light, 
Commanding her with delegated Pow'rs 
To beautifie the World, and bleſs the Night? 
Why does each animated Star 
Love the juſt Limits of its proper Sphere? 
Why does each conſenting Sign 
With prudent Harmony combine 
In Turns to move, and ſubſequent appear, 
To gird the Globe, and regulate the Year? 
VI. 
Man does with dangerous Curioſity 
Theſe unfat hom'd Wonders try: 
With fancy'd Rules and Arbitrary Laws 
Matter and Motion he reſtrains; 
a ſtudy'd Lines and figious Circles draws: 


B 2 Then 
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Then with imagin'd Soveraignty 
Lord of his new Hypotheſis he reigns. | 
He reigns: How long? *till ſome Uſurper riſes | 
And he too, mighty Thoughtful, mighty Wiſe, | 
Studies new Lines, and other Circles feigns. 
From this laſt Toil again what Knowledge flows? | 
Juſt as much, perhaps, as ſhows, 
That all his Predeceſſors Rules 


Were empty Cant, all Jargon of the Schools; 


That he on t'other's Ruin rears his Throne; 


And ſhows his Friend's Miſtake, and thence confirms 


VII. [his own. 


on Earth, in Air, amidſt the Seas and Skies, 
Mountainous Heaps of Wonders riſe; 
Whoſe tow' ring Strength will ne*er ſubmit 
To Reaſon's Batteries, or the Mines of Wit: 
Yet ſtill enquiring, fill miſtaking Man, 
Each Hour repuls'd, each Hour dare onward preſs; | 
And levelling at God his wandring Gueſs, 
(T hat feeble Engine of his reaſoning War, i 
W hich guides his Doubts, and combats his Deſ; pair) 
Laws to his Maker the learn'd Wretch can give: 
Can bound that Nature, and preſcribe that wil, | 
W hoſe pregnant Word did either Ocean fill; 


Can tell us whence all Beings are, and how * move, 


and live. 
Thro? either Ocean, fooliſh Man! 
That pregnant Word ſent forth again, 


Might 
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Might to a World extend each Atom there; 


ForeveryDrop call forth a Sea, a Heay'n for ererystar. 


VIII. 
Let cunning Earth her fruitful Wonders hide; 
And only lift thy ſtaggering Reaſon up 
To trembling Calvary's aftoniſh'd Top; 
Then mock thy Knowledge,and confound thyPride, 
Explaining how Perfection ſuffer'd Pain, 
Almighty languiſt'd, and Eternal dy'd: 
How by her Patient Victor Death was ſlain; 
And Earth prophan'd, yet bleſs'd with Deicide. 
Then down with all thy boaſted Volumes, down, 
only reſerve the Sacred One; 
Low, zeverently low, 
Make thy ſtubborn Knowledge bow; 
Weep out thy Reaſon's, and thy Body's Eyes; 
Deje& thy ſelf, that Thou may'ſt riſe; 
To look to Heay'n be blind to all below. 
| IX. 
Then Faith, for Reaſon's glimmering Light, ſhall 
Her Immortal Perſpective; [give 
And Grace's Preſence Nature's Loſs retrieve: 
Thea thy enliven'd Soul ſhall ſee, 
That all the Volumes of Philoſophy, 
With all their Comments never cou'd invent 
So politick an Inſtrument, 
To reach the Heay'n of Heay*ns, the high Abode, 


Where Meſer places his Myſterious Cod, 


9 A 
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As was that Ladder which old Jacob rear d; 
When Light Divine had human Darkneſs clear'd; 
Ahd his enlarg'd Ideas found the Road, | 
Which Faith had dictated, and Angels trod. 


Ts ©] 
Counteſs of E XET E RY 
Playing on the Lute. s 
HAT Charms you have, from what high | 

Race you ſprung, | I 
Have been the pleaſing Subjects of my 085 Ar 

Unskilbd and young, yet ſomething {till 1 writ, 
Of ca' ndiſb Beauty join'd to cecil's Wit: A. 
But when you pleaſe to ſhow the lab' ring Muſe; l. 
What greater Theam your Muſick can produce; 3 Ti 
My: babling Praiſes I repeat no more; | oC 
But hear, rejoice, ſtand ſilent, and adore, BY 
The Perſans thus, firſt gazing; on the Sun, IT 


Admir'd how high*twasplac'd, how bright itſhone ; | 
But, as his Pow was known, their Thoughts were 4 


rais'd; I Sc 

And ſoon they worſkip'd, what at firſt they prais'd. H 
Eliza's Glory lives in Spencer's Song; | Se 
And cowie)ꝰs Verſe keeps Fair Orinda young: 4 


That 
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hat as in Birth, in Beauty you excell, 
he Muſe might diate, and the Poet tell 
our Art no other Art can ſpeak; and You, 
To ſhew how well you play, muſt play anew: 
Your Muſick's Pow'r your Muſick muſt diſcloſe; 
For what Light is, 'tis only Light that ſhows. 
Strange Force of Harmony, that thus controuls | 
Our Thoughts, and turns and ſanRities our Souls: 
R While with its utmoſt Art your Sex.cou'd move 
Our Wonder only, or at beſt our Love: 
You far above Both theſe your God did place, 
That your high Pow'r might worldly Thoughts 
uigh| deſtroy ; [raiſe, 
That with your Numbers you our Zeal might 
And, like himſelf, communicate your Joy. 
When to your Native Heav'n you ſhall repair, 
And with your Preſence crown the Bleſſings there, 
Your Lute may wind its Strings but little higher, 
To tune their Notes to that immortal Quire. 
Your Art is perfect here; your Numbers do 
More than ourBooks,make the rudeAtheift know, 
That there's a Heav'n, by what he hears below. 
ie; | As in ſome Piece, while Luk his Skill expreſt, 
ere A cunning Angel came, and drew the reſt: 
J So, when you play, ſome Godhead does impart 
1 WHT Harmonious Aid, Divinity helps Art; 
some Cherub finiſhes what you begun, 
And to a Miracle improves a Tune. 
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r'd; 
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To burning Reme when frantick Nero play'd, 
Viewing that Face, no more he had ſurvey'd 


The reigning Flames; but ſtruck with ſtrange Surprize, | 


Confeſt them leſs than thoſe of Anne's Eyes: 
But, had he heard thy Lute, he ſoon had found 
His Rage eluded, and his Crime atton'd: 


Thige, like Amphien's Hand had wal'd the Stone, | 


And from Deſtruction call'd the riſing Town; 
Malice to Muſick had been forc'd to yield 
Nor could he Burn ſo faſt, as thou cou'dft Build. 


6 


An O D E. 


I. (Oelight | 
HILE Blooming Youth, and 8a 


Sit on thy roſey Cheeks confeſt, 
Thou haſt, my Dear, undoubted Right 
To triumph o'er this deſtin'd Breaſt, 
My Reaſon bends to what thy Eyes ordain; 
For Iwas born to Love, and thou to Reign, 
II. 
But wou'd you meanly thus rely 
On Power, you know I muſt Obey? 


Exert a Legul Tyranny ; 
And do an Ill, becauſe you may? 
Still muſt I Thee, as Atheiſts Heay'n adore; 
Not ſee thy Mercy, and but dread thy Power? 
III. Take | / 
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III. 
Take heed, my Dear, Youth flies apace; 
As well as Cupid, Time is blind: 
Soon muſt thoſe Glories of thy Face, 
The Fate of Vulgar Beauty find: 
The Thouſand Loves, that arm thy potent Eye, 
Muſt drop their Quivers, flag their Wings, and die. 
IV. 
Then wilt thou ſigh, when in each Frown 
A hateful Wrinkle more appears ; 
And putting peeviſh Humours on 
Seems but the ſad Effect of Years: 
Kindneſs it ſelf too weak a Charm will prove, 
To raiſe the feeble Fires of aged Love. 
V. 
Forc'd Complements, and Formal Bows 
Will ſhow Thee juſt above Neglect: 
The Heat, with which thy Lover glows, 
Will ſettle into cold Reſpect: 
A talking dull Platonick I ſhall turn; 
Learn to be civil, when I ceaſe to burn. 
VI 
Then ſhun the 11], and know, my Dear, 
Kindneſs and Conſtancy will prove 
The only Pillars fit to beat 
So saß a weight, as that of Love. 
If thoi: canſt with to make niy Flames endure, 
Thine mu? ve very fierce, and very pure. 
Bs VII. Haſte, © 
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VII. 
Haſte; Celia, haſte; while: Youth invites, 
- Obey kind cupid's preſent Voice; 
Fill ey'ry Senſe with ſoft Delights, 
And give thy Soul a Looſe to Joys : 
* Let Millions of repeated Bliſſes prove, 
That thou all Kindneſs art, and I all Love. 
VIII. 
Be mine, and only mine; take care, 
Thy Looks, thy Thoughts, thy Dreams to guide 
To me alone; nor come ſo far, 
As liking any Youth beſide: 
What Men ce'er court thee, fly em, and believe, 
They're Serpents all, and Thou the tempted Eve. - 
14. 
So ſhall I court thy deareſt Truth, - 
When Beauty ceaſes to engages 
So thinking on thy charming Youth, 
Pl! love it o'er again in Age. 
50 Time it ſelf our Raptures ſhall improve, 
While ſtill we wake to Joy, and live to Love. 
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Fleetwood Shephard , 'Efas 


0 | Burghtey, May 14, 1689. 
1X. 


S once a Twelvemonth to the Prieſt, 
Holy at Rome, here Antichriſt, 
The Spaniſh King preſents a Jennet, 
To ſhow his Love ----That's all that's in it: 
For if his Holineſs wou' d thump 
5 His reverend Bum 'gainſt Horſe's Rump. 
1 He might b' equipt from his own Stable, 
With one more White, and eke more Able. 
Or as with Gondola's and Men, His 
Good Excellence, the Duke of Venice 
(1 wiſh for Rhime, 't had been the King) 
Sails out, and gives the Gulph a Ring; 8 
Which Trick of State, he wiſely maintains, 
Keeps Kindneſs up*twixt old Acquaintance; - 
For elſe, in honeſt Truth, the Sea 
Has much leſs need of Gold, than he. 
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Or, not to rove, and pump one's Fancy, 
For Popiſh Similies beyond Sea; 

As Folks from Mud-wall'd Tenement, 
Bring Landlords Pepper - Corn for Rent; 
Preſent a Turky, or a Hen, 

To thoſe might better ſpare them Ten: 
Ev'n ſo, with all Submiſſion, I 

(For firſt Men inftance, then apply) 

Send you each Year a homely Leer, 
Who may return me much a better. 

Then take it, Sir, as it was writ, 

To pay Reſpect, and not ſhow Wit: 
Nor look askew, at what it ſaith; 
There's no Petition in it, Faith. 

Here ſome wou'd ſcratch their Heads, and try 
What they ſhou'd write, and how, and why; 
But I conceive, ſuch Folks are quite in 
Miſtakes, in Theory of Writing. 

If once for Principle *tis laid, 

That Thought is Trouble to the Head. 

1 argue: thus: The World agrees, 

That he writes well, who writes with eaſe: 
Then he, by Sequel Logical, 


Writes beſt, who never -hinks at all. 
Verſe comes from Heav':,, like inward Light; 
Meer human Pains can ne'ct conte by 't: 
The God, not we, the Poem makes; 
We only tell Folks what he ſpeaks, 
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Hence, when Anatomiſts diſcourſe, 

How like Brutes Organs are to ours; 

They grant, if higher Powers think fit, 5 

A Bear might ſoon be made a Wit; 

And that, for any thing in Nature, 

Pigs might ſqueak Love · Odes, Dogs bark Sat yr. 
Memnon, t ho Stone, was counted vocal; 

But 'twas the God, mean while, that ſpoke all. 

Rome oft has heard a Croſs haranguing, 

With prompting Pricſt behind the Hanging: 

The Wooden-Head reſol d the Queltion; 

While You and Pettis help the Jeſt on. 
Your crabbed Rogues, that read Lucretius, 

Are againſt Gods, you know; and teach us, 

The God makes not the Poet ; but 

The Theſis vice- vers put, 

Shou'd Hebrew-wiſe be underſtood; 

And means, The Poet makes the God. . 
Egyptian Gard' ners thus are faid to 7 

Have ſet the Leeks, they after pray'd to; 

And Romiſh Bakers praiſe the Deity, 

They chipp'd, while yet in its Paniety. 
That when you Poets ſwear and cry, 

The God inſpires, I rave, I die; 5 

If inward Wind does truly ſwell ye, 

T muſt be the Cholick in your Belly: 

That Writing is but juſt like Dice; 

And lucky Mains make People wiſe: | 
ONS That 
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That jumbled Words, if Fortune throw *em, 
Shall well as Dyyden form a Poem; 
Or make a Speech, correct and witty, 
As you know who,----at the Committee, 
So Atoms dancing round the Center, 

They urge, made all Things at a Venture, 

But granting Matters ſhou'd be ſpoke 
By Method, rather than by Luck; 
This may confine their younger Stiles, 
Whom Dryden pedagogues at Vill's: 
But never cou'd be meant to tye 
Authentic Wits, like you and I: 
For as young Children, who are try'd in 
Go- Carts, to keep their Steps from ſliding ; 
When Members knit, and Legs grow ſtronger, 
Make uſe of ſuch Machine no longer ; 
But leap pro Libitu, and ſcout 
On Horſe calPd Hebby, or without: 
So when at School we firſt declaim, 
Old Busbey walks us in a Theme, 
Whoſe Props fupport our Infant Vein, 
And help the Rickets in the Brain; 
But when our Souls their Force dilate, 

And Thoughts grow up to Wit's Eſtate; 
In Verſe or Proſe, we write or chat, 
Not ſix Pence Matter upon what. 

*Tis not how well an Author ſays; 
But *tis how much, that gathers Praiſe ; 


Tu, 
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T----», who is himſelf a Wit, 
Counts Writers Merits by the Sheet. 
Thus each ſhould down with all he thinks; 
As Boys eat Bread, to fill up Chinks. 
EKind Sir, I ſhou'd be glad to ſee you, 
I hope y*are well, ſo God be wi you; 
Was all, I thought at firſt to write: 
But Things, ſince then, are alter'd quite; 
Fancies flow in, and Muſe flies high : 
So God knows when my Clack will lye: 
I muſt, Sir, prattle on, as afore; 
And beg your Pardon, yet this half Hour, 
So at pure Barn of loud Non- Con, 
Where with my Granam I have gone, 
When Lobb had ſifted all his Text, 
And I well hop'd the Pudding next; 
Now te apply, has plagu'd me more, 
Than all his Villain Cant before, 
For your Religion, firſt, of Her 
Your Friends do ſav'ry Things aver; 
They ſay, ſhe's honeſt, as your Claret, 


Your Chamber is the ſole Retreat 

Of Chaplains ev'ry Sunday Night; 

Of Grace, no doubt, a certain Sign, 
When Lay-Man herds with Man Divine. 
For if their Fame be juſtly great, 

Who wou'd no Popiſh Nuncio treat: 
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Not ſowr'd with Cant, nor ftum'd with Merit: 


That 


That his is greater, we muſt grant, 
Who will treat Nuncio's Proteſtant. 
One ſingle Poſitive weighs more, 

You know, than Negatives a Score. 

In Politicks, I hear, you're ſtanch, 
Directly bent againſt the French; 
Deny to have your free-born Toe 
Dragoon'd into a Wooden Shoe: 

Are in no Plots; but fairly drive at 

The Publick Welfare, in your Private: 
And will, for England's Glory, try, 

Turks, Jews, and Feſuits to defy; 

And keep your Places, *till you die. 

For me, whom wandring Fortune threw 
From what I lov'd, the Town and You; 
Let me juſt tell you, how my Time is 
Paſt in a Country-Life.---- 1mprimis; 
As ſoon as Phabus Rays inſpect us, 
Firſt, Sir, I read, and then I Breakfaſt; 
So on, *rill *foreſaid God does ſet, 

1 ſometimes ftudy, ſometimes eat: 
Thus, of your Heroes and brave Boys, 


With whom old Homer makes ſuch Noiſe ; 


The greateſt Actions I can find, 
Are, that they did their Work, and din'd. 
The Books of which l'm chiefly fond, 
Are ſuch, as you have whilom con'd; 
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That treat of Chine's Civil Law, 

And Subjects Rights in Golcondaz 

Of Highwaj-Elephante at Ceylan, 

That rob in Clanns, like Men o'th' Highland ; 
Of Apes, that ſtorm, or keep a Town, 

As well almoſt, as Count Lawzunez 


Of Unicorns and Alligators, © 


Elks, Mermaids, Mummies, Witches, Satyrs, 

And twenty other ſtranger Matters, 

Which, tho' they're Things I've no Concern in, 

Make all our Grooms admire my Learning. 
Criticks I read on other Men, 

And Hyjpers upon them again; 

From whoſe Remarks I give Opinion 

On twenty Books, yet ne'cr look in one. 

Then all your Wits, that flear and ſham, 

Down from Den Quixote to Tom Tram; 

From whom I Jeſts and Punns purloin, 

And flily put em off for mine: 

Fond to be thought a Country Wit: 

The Reft,-—- when Fate and You think fit, 
Sometimes 1 climb my Mare, and kick her 

To Bottl'd Ale, and neighbouring Vicar 

Sometimes at Stamford take a Quart, 

Squire Shephard's Health · · With all my Heart. 
Thus, without much Delight, or Grief, 

I fool away an idle Life; 


0 "Till 
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Till Sbaauell from the Town retires, 
(Choak'd up with Fame and Seacoal-Fires,) - 
To bleſs the Wood with peaceful Lyric; 

Then hey for Praiſe and Panegyric; 

Juftice reſtor'd, and Nations freed ; 

And Wreaths round Nilliam's glorious Head, 


W 4 © 


* 
Counteſs of DORSET. 


Written in ber Milton. 


n 


By Mr. BRADBURY. 


— 
* 


—— — 


E E here how bright the firſt- born Virgin ſhone; 
And how the firſt fond Lover was undone. 
Such charming Words our beauteous Mother ſpoke, 

As Milton wrote; and ſuch as yours her Look. 
Yours, the beſt Copy of th' Original Face, 

Whoſe Beauty was to furniſh all the Race: 

Such Chains no Author cou'd eſcape but He, 
There's no Way to be ſafe, but not to ſee. 
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TO THE 
LP ADY VRSIECEFT 
On the ſame Subject. 


ERE reading how fond Adam was betray'd 

And how by Sin Eve's blaſted Charms decay dz 
Our common Lofs unjuſtly you complain; | 
So ſmall that Part of it which you ſuſtain. 

You till, fair Mother, in your Offspring trace 
The Stock of Beauty deſtin'd for the Race: 
Kind Nature forming them, the Pattern took 
From Heav'n's firſt Work, and Eve's Original Look. 

You, happy Saint, the Serpent's Pow'r controul; 
Scarce any actual Guilt defiles your Soul: 

And Hell does o'er that Mind vain Triumph boaſt 
Which gains a Heay'n, for earthly Eden loſt. 

With virtue ſtrong as yours had Eve been arm'd; 
In vain the Fruit had bluſt'd,- or Serpent cllatm'd: 
Nor had our Bliſs by Penitence been bouglit; 

Nor had frail Adam fall'n, nor Miitos wrote; 
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TO 
My Lord BUCKHURST, 
Very Young, 
Playing with a CAT. 


HE am'rous Youth, whoſe tender Breaſt 
Was by his darling Cat poſſeſt, 
oObtain'd of Ve+«r his Deſire, 
Howe'er irregi:|ur his Fire: 
Nature the Pow'r of Love obey'd; 
| The Cat became a bluſhing Maid 
And on the happy Change, the Boy 
Imploy'd his Wonder, and his Joy. 
Take care, O beauteous Child, take care, 
Left thou prefer ſo raſh a Pray'r: 
Nor vainly hope the Queen of Love 
Will e'er thy Faw'rite's Charms improve. 
O quickly from her Shrine retreat; 
Or tremble for thy Darling's Fate. 
The Queen of Love, who ſoon will ſoe 
Her own Adonis live in thee, 
Will lightly her firſt Loſs deplore; 
Will eaſily forgive the Boar: 


w q 
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Her Eyes with Tears no more will flow; 
With jealous Rage her Breaſt will glow; 
And on her tabby Rival's Face, 

She deep will mark her new Diſgrace. 


as DDE: 


HILE from our Looks, fair N ymph, you gueſs 
The ſecret Paſſions of our Mind; 
| My heavy Eyes, you ſay, confeſs 
A Heart to Love and Grief inclin'd, 


That needs, alas! but little Art, 
To have this fatal Secret found: 
With the ſame Eaſe you threw the Dart, 
'Tis certain you may ſhow the Wound. 


How can I ſee you, and not love, 
While you as op ning Eaſt are fair? 
While cold as Northern Blaſts you prove, 
How can I love, and not deſpair? 


The Wretch in double Fetters bound 
Your potent Mercy may releaſe: 

Soon, if my Love but .once were crown'd, 

Faix Propheteſs, my Grief would ceaſe. 


2 2 * * , 
— 
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P. vain iel your parting Lorber, 
4 You vim fait Winds may waft him over. 


Alas, what Winds can happy prove, 
That bear me far from what 1 love? 
Alas, what Dangers on the Main 

Can equal thoſe that 1 ſuſtain, 

From: {lighted Vows, and cold Diſdain ? 

Be gentle, and in Pity chooſe 

To wiſh the wildeſt Tempeſts looſe ; ez 

That thrown again upon the Coaſt, 

where firſt my Shipwrackt Heart was loſt ; 

I. may once more repeat my Pain; 

Once more in dying Notes complain, 

of lighted Vows, and cold PR . 


„ ern 
| Deſpairing Shepherd. 


A | A LEXI 8 ſaun' d his Fellow Swains, 
8 Their rutal Sports, and jocund Strains. 


_  (Heav'n guard us all from cupid's Bow! » 
He loſt his Crook, he left: his -Flocks; NM i; 
5 wand ring thro the lonely Rocks, 
Met nouriſh'd endleſs Woe, 
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The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came; 


His Grief ſome pity, others blame; 
The fatal Cauſe all kindly ſeek: oe 

He mingled his Concetiiwith theirs z 

| He gave em back their friendly Tears; 

He figh'd, but wou'd not ſpeak. - 


Clorinda came among the reſt; 
And ſhe too kind Concern expreſt, 

And ask'd the Reaſon of his Woe; 
She ask'd, but with an Air and Mein 
That made it eaſily foreſeen, 

She fear'd too much to know. 


The Shepherd rais'd his mournful Head; 

And will You pardon me, he ſaid, 
While I the cruel Truth reveal? 

Which nothing from my Breaſt mou'd tear 3 


Which never ſhou'd offend your Ear, 


But that You bid me tell. 


'Tis thus I rove, tis thus complain 


Since You appear'd upon the Plain; 
You are the Cauſe of all my Care: 


— 


Tour Eyes ten thouſand Dangers dart; 5 705 


Ten thouſand Torments vex my neut; 


lone and I deſpair, | AER ih: 
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Too much, Alexis, I have heard; 

»Tis what I thought, tis what I fear'd: 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe cry'd; 

But you ſhall promiſe ne'er again 

To breath your Vows, or ſpeak your Pain: 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. 


To the Honourable i 
Charles Montague, Eſq; 


: 3 
OW cer, 'tis well, that while Mankind 
Thro? Fate's Perverſe Maander ets, 
He can imagin'd Pleaſures find, 
To combat againſt real Cares. 
II. 
Fancies ms Notions he purſues, 
Which ne'er had Being but in Thought; ; 
Each, like the Grecian Artiſt, woo's 
The Image he himſelf has wrought. 
III. 


Againſt Experience he believes; 
He argues againſt Demonſtration ; 
Pleas'd, when his Reaſon he deceives 3 
And ſets his Judgment by his Paſſion. 


IV. The 
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The hoary Fool, who many Days 
Has ſtruggl'd with continu'd Sorrow, 
Renews his Hope, and blindly lays | 
The deſp'rate'Bett upon to Morrow. 
| V. 
To Morrow comes; tis Noon, 'tis Night; 
This Day like all the former flies: 
Yet on he runs, to ſeek Delight 
To Morrow, till to Night he dies. 
"Fs ' 
Our Hopes, like tow'ring Falcons, aim 
At Objects in an airy height: 
The little Pleaſure of the Game 
Is from afar to view the Flight. 
: VII | 
Our anxious Pains we all the Day 
In ſearch of what we like employ : 
Scorning at Night the worthleſs Prey, 
We find the Labour gave the Joy. 
VIII. 
At diſtance thro? an artful Glaſs 
To the Mind's Eye things well appear: 
They loſe their Forms, and make a Maſs 
Confus'd and black, if brought too near. 
IX. | 
If we ſee right, we ſee our Woes; 
Then what ayails it ro have Eyes? 
C Teo 
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From Ignorance our Comfort flows, 
And Sorrow from our being wile. 
X. 
We weary'd ſhould lye down in Death; 
This Cheat of Life would take no more: 
If You thought Fame but empty Breath; 
I, Phillis but a perjur'd Whore. 


9  _ 


Written in the B O OK called 


Nouveaux Tnterets des Princes 
de P Europe. 1 


LEST be the Princes, who have fought 
For pompous Names, or wide Dominion ; 
Since by their Erros we are taught, 
That Happineſs is but Opinion, 


e i IE Gt Aran, 
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ADRIAN! MORIENTIS 
AD 
Animam Suam. 


—— 


— 
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- Nimula, vagula, blandula, 

A Hoſpes, Comeſque Corporis, 
Que nunc abibis in loca, 
Pallidula, rigida, nudula, 

Nec, ut ſoles, dabis jocos. 


. OR RITIOER 


— 
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By Monſieur Fontenelle. 


A petite Ame, m4 Mignonne, [ts vas; 
VEL Tu en vas donc, ma Fille, & Dies cache ed 
7. pars ſeulette, nut & tremblotante, Helas! 
Que deviendra ton humeur folichenne? 
Que deviendront tant de jolis ebats ? 


IMITATE D. 


) OOR little, pretty, fluttering thing, 
Muſt we no longer live together? 
And doſt thou prune thy trembling Wing, 
To take thy Flight thou know'ſt not whither? _ 


Thy humorous Vein, thy pleaſing Folly 
Lyes all neglected, all forgot; | 
And penſive, wav'ring, melancholy, | 
Thou dread'ſt and hop'ſt thou know'ſt not what. ; 


— 
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. To 
Ur. SHERLOCK, 


ON 


His Practical Diſcourſe concerning 
DEATH. 


Orgive the 8 who in unhallow'd Strains 
The Saint one Moment from his God detains: 
For ſure, hate er you do, where- e' er you are, 
»Tis all but one good Work, one conſtant Pray'r. 
Forgive her; and intreat that God, to whom 
Thy favour'd Vows with kind Acceptance come, 
| \ To raiſe her Notes to that ſublime Degree, 
13 That ſuits a Song of Piety and Thee. 
Wondrous good Man! whoſe Labours may repel | 
The Force of Sin, may ſtop the Rage of Hell: | 
Who, like the Baprif/, from thy God wert ſent 
The crying Voice, to bid the World repent. 
Thee Youth ſhall ſtudy; and no more engage 
His flatt ring Wiſhes for uncertain Age; 
No more, with fruitleſs Care and cheated Strife, 
Chace fleeting Pleaſure through this Maze of Life; 
Finding the wretched All He here can have, 
But preſent Food, and but a future Grave; 
Each, great as Philip's Victor Son, ſhall view 


This abject World, and weeping, ask a New Ps 
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Decrepit Age ſhall read thee, and confeſs, 
Thy Labours can aſſwage, bete Med cines ceaſe; 
Shall bleſs thy Words, their woanded Souls Relief; 
The Drops that ſweeten their laſt Dregs of Life; 
Shall look to -Heay'n, and laugh at all beneath; 
Own Riches gather'd, Tronble; Fame, a Breath; 

nd Life, an Ill, whoſe only Cure is Death. 

Thy even Thoughts with ſo much Plainneſs flow, 
T heir Senſe untutor'd Infancy may know; 
ret to ſuch height is all that Plainneſs wrought, 
Wit may admire, and letter'd Pride be taught: 
Eaſie in Words thy Style, in Senſe ſublime; 

On its bleſt Steps each Age and Sex may riſe: 
*Tis like the Ladder in the Patriarch's Dream, 

Its foot on Earth, its height beyond the Skies. 
Diffus'd its Virtue, boundleſs is its Po- 
Tis Publick Health, and Univerſal Cure: 
Of Heav'nly Manna tis a ſecond Feaſt, 
A Nation's Food, and All to ev'ry Taſte, 

To its laſt height mad Britain's Guilt was rear d, 
And various Death for various Crimes the fear d; 
With your kind Work her drooping Hopes revive  . 
You bid her read, repent, adore, and live. 
You wreſt the Bolt from Heav'n's avenging Hand, 
Stop ready Death, and ſave a ſinking Land. 

O! ſave us ſtill, ſtill bleſs us with thy Stay 3 
05 want thy Heay'n, *till we have learnt the Way; 
C 3 Re- 
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Refuſe to leave thy deſtin'd Charge too ſoon; 
And for the Church's good, defer thy own: 
o! live, and let thy Works urge our Belief; 
Live, to explain thy Doctrine by thy Life; 
»Till future Infancy, baptiz d by thee, 
Grow ripe in Years, and old in Piety; 
»Till Chriſtians, yet unborn, be taught to die. 
Then in full Age, and hoary Holineſs 
Retire, great Teacher, to thy promis'd Bliſs: 
Untouch'd thy Tomb, uninju rd be thy Duſt, 
As thy own Fame among the future Juſt; 
Till in laſt Sounds the dreaded Trumpet ſpeaks ; 
ITill Judgment calls, and qui ckned Nature wakes; * 
ill, through the utmoſt Earth, and deepeſt Sea | 
Our ſcatter'd Atoms find their deſtin'd way; 
In haſte to cloath their Kindred Souls again, 
Perfect our State, and build immortal Man: | 
Then fearleſs, Thou, who well ſuſtain'd the Fight, 4 
To Paths of Joy, and Tracts of endleſs Light, | 
Lead up all thoſe, that heard Thce, and believ'd: 
Midſt thy own Flock, great Shepherd, be receiv'd; 
And glad all Heav'n with Millions thou haſt ſav'd. 


Sas 4 
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HYMN to the 8 UN. 
Set by Dr. PURCELL, 


And ſung before Their Majeſties on 
New-Tears Day, 169,, L 


18H ofthe World, and Ruler of the Year, 
1 With happy Speed begin thy great Career; 
And, as thou doſt thy radiant Journeys run 
Through every diſtant Climate, own, 
That in fair Albion thou haſt ſeen 
The greateſt Prince, the brighteſt Queen, 
That ever ſav'd a Land, or bleſt a Throne, 
Since firſt thy Beams were ſpread, or Genial Power 
| S: ; [was known, 
So may Thy Godhead be confeſt, | 
So the returning Year be bleſt, 
As its Infant Months beſtow - 
Springing Wreaths for William's Brow ; 
As its Summers Youth ſhall ſhed 
Eternal Sweets around Maria's Head: 
From the Bleſſings they beſtow, 
Our Times are dated, and our Æra's move; 
They govern, and enlighten all below, 
As Thou doſt all above, 
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Let our Hero in the War 
Active and fierce, like Thee, appear; 
Like Thee, great Son of Fove, like Thee, 
When clad in riſing Majeſty, 
Thou marcheſt down Oer Delos Hills confeſt, 
With all thy Arrows arm'd, in all thy Glory dreſt. 
Like Thee, the Hero does his Arms imploy. 
a l The raging Python to deſtroy, 
And give the injur'd Nations Peace and Joy. 


From faireſt Years, and Times more happy Stores, 
Gather all the ſmiling Hours; 7 

Such as with friendly Care have guarded 
Patriots and Kings in rightful Wars; 

Such as with Conqueſt have rewarded 

Triumphant Victors happy Cares; 

Such as Story has recorded 

Sacred to Naſſas's long Renown, 

For Countries ſay'd, and Battels won. 


March them again in fair Array, 

And bid them form the happy Day; 

The happy Day deſign'd to wait 

On William's Fame, and Europe's Fate. 
Let the happy Day be crown'd 

With great Event and fair Succeſs ; 
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No brighter in the Tear be found. 
But that which brings the Vitor home in Peace. 


Again Thy Godhead we implore, 
(Great in Wiſdom as in Power) 
Again, for good Maria's Sake, and ours, 
Chuſe out other ſmiling Hours; 
Such as with joyous Wings have fled, 
When happy Counſels were adviſing; 
Such as have lucky Omens ſhed 
0C''er forming Laws, and Empires riſing: 
Such as many Courſes ran, 
Hand in Hand à goodly Train, 
To bleſs the great Eliza's Reign; 
And in the Typic Glory ſhow, 
What fuller Bliſs Maria ſhall beſtow. 


OLE), | 


As the ſolemn Hours advance, 
Mingled ſend into the Dance, 
Many fraught with all the Treaſures. 
Which thy Eaſtern Travel views: 
Many wing'd with all the Pleaſures, 
Man can ask, or Heav'n diffuſe. 
That great Maria all thoſe Joys may know. 
Which from her Cares upon her Subjects flow. 


| For Thy own Glory ſing our Sov*raign's Praiſe 
* (God of verſes and of Days!) 
| 2. 
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Let all Thy tuneful Sons adorn 
Their laſting Work with William's Name; 
Let choſen Muſes yet unborn 
Take great Maria for their future Theam : 
Eternal Structures let Them raiſc, 
On William's and Maria's Praiſe: 
Nor want new Subject for the Song; 
Nor fear they can exhauſt the Store, 
Till Nature's Muſick lies unſtrung $ 
Till thou great God ſhalt loſe thy double Pow'r; | 
And touch thy Lye, and ſhoot thy Beams no more. 
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L 4D Y's Looking-Glaſ5. | 
ELIA and 1 the other Day 4 


Walk'd o'er the Sand-Hills to the Sea 5 
The ſetting Sun adorn'd the Coaſt, 
His Beams entire, his Fierceneſs loſt ; 
And, on the Surface of the Deep, 
The Winds lay only not aſleep: 
The Nymph did like the Scene appear, 
Serenely joyous, calmly fair; 
Soft fell hex Words, as flew the Air. 
With ſecret Joy I heard her ſay, 
That the wou d never miſs one Day 
A Walk fo fine, a Sight ſo gay. 
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But, oh the Change! the Winds grow high; 
Impending Tempeſts charge the Sky; 
The Light'ning flies, the Thunder roars; 
And big Waves laſh the frighten'd Shoars, 
Struck with the Horror of the Sight, 
She turns her Head, and wings her Flight; 
And trembling vows, ſhe']l ne'er again 
Approach the Shore, or view the Main. 
Once more at leaſt look back, ſaid 1 ; 
Thy ſelf in that large Glaſs deſcry ; 
When thou art in good Humour dreſt; 
When gentle Reaſon rules thy. Breait, 
The Sun upon the calmeft Sea 
Appears not half ſo bright as Thee: 
*Tis then that with Delight I rove 
Upon the boundleſs Depth of Love; 
I bleſs my Chain, I hand my Oar 
Nor think on all 1 left on Shoar. 
But when vain Doubts and groundleſs Fear. 
Do that dear fooliſh Roſom tear; 
When the big Lip and wat*ry Eye 
Tell me the riſing Storm is nigh ; 
Tis then thou art yon? angry Main, 
Deform'd by Winds, and daſh'd by Rain; 
And the poor Sailor, that muſt try 
Its Fury, labours leſs than 1. | 
Ehipwreck'd, in vain.to Land 1 make, 
While Love and Fate till drive me back; 
| Forc'd 
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Forc'd to doat on Thee thy own Way, 

I chide Thee firſt, and then obey. 
Wretched when from Thee, vext when nigh, 
I with Thee, or without Thee, die. 


Love and FRIENDSHIP: 
A 


FASTORAL 
By Mrs. Elizabeth Singer. 


 AMARILLIS. 
HILE from the Skies the ruddy Sun deſcends ; | 
And riſing Night the Ev*ning Shade extends: 
While pearly Dews o'erſpread the fruitful Field; #| 
And cloſing Flowers reviving Odours yield: 
Let us, beneath theſe ſpreading Trees, recite 
What from our Hearts our Muſes may indite. 
Nor need we, in this cloſe Retirement, fear, 
Leſt any Swain our am' rous Secrets hear. 
SILVI A. 
To ev'ry Shepherd 1 would mine proclaim, 
Since fair Aminta is my ſofteſt Theme: 
A. Stranger to the looſe Delights of Love, 
MyThoughtsthe goblerWarmth of Friendſhip prove: 


) 
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And, while its pure and ſacred Fire I ſing, 
Chaſt Goddeſs of the Groves, thy Succour bring. 
AMARTLLIS. 

Propitious God of Love, my Breaſt inſpire 
With all thy Charms, with all thy pleaſing Fire: 
| Propitious God of Love, thy Succour bring, 
| Whilſt 1 thy Darling, thy Alexis ſing. 
Alexis, as the opening Bloſſoms fair, 
Lovely as Light, and ſoft as yielding Air. 
For him each Virgin ſighs; and on the Plains 
The happy Youth above each Rival reigns. 
Nor to the Ecchoing Groves, and whiſp' ring Spring, 
In ſweeter Strains does artful Conor ling; 
When loud Applauſes fill the crowded Groves, 
And Phebys the ſuperier Song approves. 

SILVIA, 

Beauteous Aminta is as early Light, 
Breaking the melancholy Shades of Night. 
When ſhe is near, all anxious Trouble flies, 
And our reviving Hearts confeſs her Eyes. 
Young Love, and blooming Joy, and gay Deſires, 
Iney*ry Breaſt the beauteous Nymph inſpires: 
And on the Plain when ſhe no more appears, 
The Plain a dark and gloomy Proſpect wears. 
In vain the Streams roll on; the Eaſtern Breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembling Trees; 
In vain the Birds begin their Ev*ning Song; 
And to the ſilent Night their Notes prolong : 


Not 
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Nor Groves, nor cryſtal Streams, nor verdant Field 
Does wont ed Pleaſures in her Abſence yield. 
AMARTILULIS. 
And in his Abſence, all the penſive Day, 
In ſome obſcure Retreat 1 lonely ſtray; 
All Day to the repeating Caves complain, 
In mournful Accents, and a dying Strain. 
Dear lovely Youth, I cr7 to all around; 
Dear lovely Youth, the Aattering Vales reſound. 
SILVIA. 
On flow'ry Banks, by ev'ry murm'ring Stream, 
Aminta is my Muſe's ſofteſt Theme: 
*Tis ſhe that does my artful, Notes refine 
With fair Aminta's Name my nobleſt Verſe ſhall ſhine, | 
MN TELE 
P11 twine freth Garlands for -f/exis Brows, 
And conſecrate to him eternal Vows: 
The charming Youth ſhall my polls prove; 
He ſhall adorn my Songs, and tune my Voice to Love. 
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AurTnor-of the Foregoing 
PASTORAL. 


Y Silvia if thy charming ſelf be meant; 
If Friendſhip be thy Virgin Vows Extent ; 
O! let me in Aminta's Praiſes join: 

Hers my Eſteem ſtall be, my Paſſion Thine. 
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When for thy Head the Garland I prepare; 


A ſecond Wreath ſhall bind Aminta's Hair: 
And when my choiceſt Songs thy Worth proclaim; 
Alternate Verſe ſhall bleſs Aminta's Name: 
My Heart ſhall own the Juſtice of her Cauſe; _ - 
And Love himſelf ſubmit to Friendſhip? Laws. 
But if beneath thy Numbers ſoft Diſguiſe, 
Some favour'd Swain, ſome true Alexis lyes; 
If Amaryllis breaths t hy ſecret Pains; 
And thy fond Heart beats Meaſure to thy Strains: 
May'ſt thou, howe'er I grieve, for ever find | 
The Flame propitious, and the Lover kind; 
May Venus long exert her happy Pow'r, 
And make thy Beauty, like thy Verſe, endure ; 
May ev'ry God his friendly Aid afford; 
Pan guard thy Flock, and Ceres bleſs thy Board. 
But if by chance the Series of thy Joys 


| Permit one Thought leſs chearful to ariſe: 


Fiteous transfer it to the moraful Swain, 

Who loving much, who not belov'd again, 
Feels an ill-fated Paſſion's laſt Exceſs; 

And dies in Woe, that thou may'ſt live in Peace. 
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1 LADY: 


She refuſing to cue Diſpute with 
me, and leaving me in the Argument. 


D . 


p ARE, Gen'rous Vitor, ſpare the Slave, 
Who did unequal War purſue ; 
That more thin Triumph he might have, 
In being overcome by You. 5 : 


In the Diſpute whate'er I ſaid, | = 
My Heart was by my Tongue bely'd ; 

And in my Looks you might have read, 
How much 1 argu*d on your ſide. 


a a 


Lou, far from Danger as from Fear, 
Might have ſuſtain'd an open Fight : 
For ſeldom your Opinions err; 
Your Eyes are always inthe right. 


Why, fair One, wou'd you not rely | 
On Reaſon's force with Beauty's join'd ? 

Cou'd I their Prevalence deny, 
I muſt at once be Deaf and Blind. 


Poemt on ſeveral. Occaſions, 


Alas! not hoping to ſubdue, 

I only tothe Fight aſpir'd: 
To keep the beauteous Foe in view 
Was all the Glory I deſir'd. 


But She, howe'er of Vict'ry ſure, 
Contemns the Gift too long delay d; 

And arm'd with more immediate Pow'r, 
Calls cruel Silence to her Aid. 


Deeper to wound, ſhe ſhuns the Fight ; 
She drops her Arms, to gain the Field: 
Secures her Conqueſt by her Flight ; 
And Triumphs, when the ſeems to yield. 


So when the Parthian turn'd his Steed, 
And from the Hoſtile Camp withdrew ; 

With cruel Skill the backward Reed 
He ſeat; and as he fled, he flew, 


PI . 


Which from the Patriot's Breaſt in Torrents flow'd, 
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Seeing the 
DUKE of OR MOND'; 
FLCC UK SE, 
AT - | 
sir GODFREY KNEL LER. 


UT from the injur'd Canvas, Kneller, ſtrike 
Theſe Lines too faint ; the Picture is not like: 
Exalt thy Thought, and try thy Toil again; 


Dreadful in Arms, on Landen's glorious Plain 


Place Ormond's Duke; impendent in the Air 
Let His keen Sabre, Comet-like, appear, 
Where e' er it points, denouncing Death; below 
Draw routed Squadrons, and the num'rous Foe 
Falling beneath, or flying from His Blow, 5 
Till weak with Wounds, and cover'd o'er with Blood, 


He faints; His Steed no longer hears the Rein, , 
But ſtumbles o' er the heap His Hand had lain, 1 
And now exhauſted, bleeding, pale, he lyes; 

Lovely, ſad Object! in Eis half elos'd Eyes 


Stern Vengeance yet, and Hoſtile Terror ſtand 7 
His Front yet threatens, and His Frouns command: 
The Gallic Chiefs their Troops around Him call; \ 


Fear to approach Him, tho? they ſee Him fall. 
5 .D 
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O Knellerz cou'd Thy Shades and Lights expreſs 
The perfe& Hero in that glorious Dreſs; 5 
Ages to come might Ormond's Picture know z 
And Palms for Thee beneath His Lawrels grow: 

In ſpite of Time Thy Work might ever ſhine; 
| Nor Homer's Colours laſt ſo long as Thine. 


õꝓ—J— 000 
Preſented to the 


KING, on His Majeſty's Arrival 
in Holland, after the QUEE N's 
Death. 1695. 


Quis deſiderio 7 t pudor aut modus 
Tam cari capitis? præcipe lugubres 
Cantus, Melpomene. 


T M. ry's Tomb, (ſad, ſacred Place!) 
The Virtues ſhall their Vigils keep: 
And every Muſe, and every Grace, 
In ſolemn State ſhall ever weep. 


The future, pious, mournful Fair, 
Oft as the rolling Years return, 

With fragrant Wreaths, and flowing Hair, 
Shall viſit her diſtinguiſh'd Urn. 
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For het the Wife and Great ſhall mourn, 
When late Records her Deeds repeat; 
Ages to come, and Men unborn 
Shall bleſs her Name, and ſigh her Fate. 


Fair Albion ſhall with faithful Truſt, 
Her holy Queen's ſad Reliques guard; 

'Till Reav'n awakes the precious Duſt, 
And gives the Saint her full Reward. 


But let the King diſmiſs his Woes, 
Reflecting on his fair Renown; 

And take the Cypreſs from his Bros, ! 
To put his wonted Lautels on. 


If preſt by Grief our Monarch ſtoops, 
In vain the Britiſb Lions roar: 

If he, whoſe Hand ſuſtain'd them, droops, 
The Belgic Darts will wound no more. 


' Embattel'd Princes wait the Chief, 


W hoſe Voice ſhould rule, whoſe Arm ſhould lead; 


And, in kind Murmurs, chide that Grief, 
Which hinders Eurepe being freed, 


The great Example they demand, 

Who ſtill to Conqueſt led the way; 
Wiang him preſent to Command, 
As they. ſtand ready to Obey. 


* 
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They ſeek that Joy, which us'd to glow, 
Expanded on the Hero's Face; 

When the thick Squadrons preft the Foe; 
And William led the glorious Chace. 


To give the mourning Nations Joy, 

Reſtore them thy auſpicious Light, 

Great Sun; with radiant Beams deſtroy 

Thoſe Clouds, which keep thee from our Sight. 


Let Thy ſublime Meridian Courſe 
For Mary's ſetting Rays attone: 

Our Luſtre, with redoubl'd Force, 
Muſt now proceed from Thee alone. 


See, pious King, with different Strife 
Thy ſtruggling Albion's Boſom torn; 

So much ſhe fears for H:l!liam's Life, 
That Mary's Fate ſhe dare not mourn. 


Her Beauty, in thy ſofter Half, 

Bury*d and loſt, ſhe ought to grieve: 

But let her Streagth in Thee be ſafe; 
And let her weep, but let her live. 


Thou, Guardian Angel, ſave the Land 
From thy own Grief, her fierceſt Foe ; 
eſt Britain, reſcu'd by thy Hand, 


ey Should bend and fink beneath thy Woe. . 


And hoary Majeſty ſuſtain 


£ 


6 


That ſoft Exceſs, with which ſhe ſtrove 
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Her former Triumphs all are vain, 
Unleſs new Trophies ſtill be ſought; 


The Battels, which thy Youth has fought. 


Where now is all that fearful Love, 
Which made Her hate the Wars Alarms? 


To keep her Hero in her Arms? 


While ill She chid the coming Spring, 
Which call'd Him o'er His ſubje& Seas: 
While, for the Safety of the King, 
She wiſh'd the victor's Glory leſs, 


ris chang'd, *tis gone, ſad Britain now 
Haſtens her Lord to Foreign Wa:rs : 

Happy, if Toils may break his Woe; 
Or Danger may divert his Cares. 


In Martial Din ſhe drowns heriSighs, 

| Left He the riſing Grief ſhould hear: 

She pulls her Helmet o'er her Eyes, 
Leſt He ſhould ſee the falling Tear. 


Go, mighty Prince, let France be taught, L 
Ho conſtant Minds by Grief are try'd; hat 
How great the Land, that wept and fought, Ma 


When William led, and Mary dy'd. 
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Fierce in the Battel make it known, 

Where Death with all his Darts is ſeen, 
That he can touch thy Heart with none, 
But that, which ſtruck the Beauteous Queen. 


Belgia indulg'd her open Grief, 

While yet her Maſter was not near; 
ith ſullen Pride refus'd Relief, 

And ſat Obdurate in Deſpair, 


\s Waters from her Sluces, flow'd 
Unbounded Sorrow from her Eyes : 
o Earth her bended Front ſhe bow'd, 
And ſent her Wailings to the Skies. 


But when her anxious Lord return'd, 
Rais'd is her Head, her Eyes ate dry'd; 
dhe ſmiles, as William ne er had mourn'd; 

She looks, as Mary ne'er had dy'd. 


hat Freedom, which all Sorrows claim, 
She does for thy Content reſign: 

er Piety it ſelf would blame, 

If her Regrets ſhould waken thine. _ 


o cure thy Woe, the ſhews thy Fame, 

Leſt the great Mourner ſhould forget, 

hat all the Race, whence Orange came, 
Made Virtue triumph over Fate. Wit- 
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" © William his Country's Cauſe could fight, 

And with his Blood her Freedom Seal: 

Fi Acurice and Henry guard that Right, 

& | For which their pious Parent fell. 


How Heroes riſe, how Patriots ſet, 

| Thy Father's Bloom and Death may tell: 
Fi Excelling others Theſe were Great, 

| Thou, greater ſtill, muſt theſe Excell. 


'F The laſt fair Inſtance thou muſt give, 
W hence Naſſau's Virtue can be try'd; 
And ſhew the World, that thou canſt live 
Intrepid, as thy Conſort dy'd. 
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Thy Virtue, whoſe reſiſtleſs Force 
No dire Event could ever ftay, 
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| 
_ Muſt carry on its deſtin*'d Courſe, ' 1 
| Tho? Death and Envy ſtop the Way. 
iti For Britain's Sake, for Belgia's, Live; 6 
=. Pierc'd by their Grief forget thy own: 
48 New Toils endure, new Conqueſts give; 8 
* F And bring them Eaſe, tho' thou haſt none. 
þ 1] Vanquiſh again; tho? She be gone, an 
| Whoſe Garland crown'd the victor's Hair: ; 
n 


And Reign; tho' She has left the Throne, 
Who made thy Glory worth thy Care, Fair | 


Fair Britain never yet before 
Breath'd to her King a uſeleſs Pray'r: 
Fond Belgia never did implore, 
While William turn'd aſide his Ear. 


But ſhould the weeping Hero now 
Relentleſs to their Wiſhes prove; 
Should he recall, with pleaſing Woe, 

| The Object of his Grief and Love: 


Her Face with thouſand Beauties bleſt ; 
Ker Mind with thouſand Virtues ſtor'd ; 

Her Pow'r with boundleſs Joy confeſt ; 
Her Perſon only not ador'd: 


Yet ought his Sorrow to be checkt; 
Yet ought his Paſſions to abate ; 
If the great Mourner would refle&, 

Her Glory in her Death compleat. 


-2 


She was inſtructed to command, 
Great King, by long obeying Thee 
Her Scepter, guided by thy Hand, 
Preſery'd the Iſles, and Rul'd the Sea. 


But oh! *rwas little, that her Life 
O'er Earth and Water bears thy Fame; 

In Death, *twas worthy Wiliiam's Wife, 
Amidſt the Stars to fix his Name. 

98 
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Beyond where Matter moves, or Place 
Receives its Forms, thy Virtues rowl: 
From Marys Glory Angels trace 
The Beauty of her Part*ner's Soul. 


Wiſe Fate, which does its Heay*n decree 
To Heroes, when they yield their Breath, 
Haſtens thy Triumph; Half of thee | 
Is Deify'd before thy Death. 


Alone to thy Renown *tis giv'n, 
Unbounded thro? all Worlds to go: 
While She great Saint rejoices Heav'n; 
And Thou ſuſtain'ſt the Orb below. 


IN 
Imitation of ANACREOMN. 


: E T *em Cenſure, what care I? 1 
The Herd of Criticks I defie. | 


Let the Wretches know I write, / 
Regardleſs of their Grace, or Spight. 

No, no, the Fair, the Gay, the Young | 

Govern the Numbers of my Song: F 
All that They approve is ſweet; 

And all is Senſe that They repeat. A 


Bid the warbling Nine retire; 
Fenns, String thy Setvant's Lyre: 


Ky 
þ 


"Mts. 


My Lyre I tune, my Voice I * 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions, wb 
Love ſhall be my endleſs Theme; | 
Pleaſure ſhall triumph over Fame: 

And when theſe Maximes J decline, 
Apollo, may thy Fate be mine: 

May 1 graſp at empty Praiſe; © 
And lofe the Nymph, to gain the Bays, 


i Q-D E. 
HE Merchant, to ſecure his Treaſure, 
Conveys it in a borrow'd Name: 


Euphelia ſerves to grace my Meaſure ;\ 
But Cloe is my real Flame. 


My ſofteſt Veiſe, my darling Lyte, 
Upon Euphelia's Toylet lay; 

When cloe noted her Deſire, | Tz 
That 1 ſhould Sou that 1 * play ' 


But with my Numbers mix my Sighs; 
And whilſt 1 ſing Ewphelia's Praiſe, 
1 fix my Soul on Cloe's _ 


Fair cloe bluſh'd, Enphelia frown'd; | 
1 ſung and gaz d, 1 play'd-and trembl'd: 
And Venus to the Loves around = 
Remark d, how ill we all diſſembl'd. 1 
D 2 ODE, 


it. 
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. 
Sur la Priſe 
L' Annee 1692. | 


* 


m.... 


Par Monſieur Deſpreaux de Boileau. x 


———_— 


| J. 
Velle docte & Sainte yoreſſe 
Aujourd* buy me fait la loy? 


Chaſtes Nymphes du Permeſſe, 4 
Neſt- ce pas vous que je voy? 
4 Accourex, Troupe Savant e, 8 
Des ſons que ma Lyre enfante 
Ces Arbres ſont rejouis. v 
Marques en bien la cadence; 
Et vous, Vents, faites Silence: v 
Jie vais Parler de Louis. 
| II. 
Dans ſes chanſons immortelles, 25 
Comme un Aigle audacieux, | 
pPindare #tendant ſes aiſles,  - 


Fuit loin des Vulgaires yeux. 


9 
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An Engliſh BALL AD, 
On the 
Taking of N A MN · R. 
1695. | 
Dulce eft 8 in foro. 


I. ahd II. 
Ome Folks are drunk, yet do not know it: 
So might not Bacchus give you Law? 
Was it a Muſe, O lofcy Poet, 
Or Virgin of St. Cyr, you ſaw 3 
Why all this Fury? What's the matter, | 
That Oaks muſt come from Thrate to dance ? 
Muſt ſtupid Stocks be taught to flatter; 
And is there no ſuch Wood in France? 
Why muſt the Winds all hold their Tongue? 
If they a little Breath ſhould raiſe, | 
Would that have ſpoil'd the Poet's Song; 
Or puff d away the Monarch's Praiſe? 
1 
Pindar, that Eagle, mounts the Skies; 
While Virtue leads the noble Way: 
Too like a Vultur Boileas flies, | 
Where ſoꝛdid Intereſt hows the Prey. 
a | D 3 When 
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Mais, 6 ma fidele Lyre, 
Si dans Pardeuy qui minſpire; 
* Tu peux ſuivre mes Tranſports ; 
Les cheſnes de Montt de Thrace 
N'ont rien ous que u eſface 
La douceny de tes accords. 
III. 
Eſt. ce Apollon & Neptune 
Sui (ur ces Rees &. ourcilliun, 
ont, compagnons de Fortune, 
Baſti ces Murs orgneilleux ? 
De leur enceinte ſameuſe 
La Sambre wnie 4 la Meuſe 
Defend le fatal abord; 
Et par cent bouches horriblec 
L' airain ſur ces Monts terrible: 
PFomit le fer, & la Mort. 
1 AV; 
Dix mille vaillant Alcides 
Les bordant de toutes parts, 
D'eclairs au loin homicides 
Font petiller leurs Remparts: 
Et dats ſon Sein infidele 
Par tout la Terre y recele 
Vn feu preſt a Velancer, | 
Qui ſoudain percant ſon goufre, 
Owvre un Sepulchre de ſoufre 
A quiconque ofe avaucer, 
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When once the Poet's Honour ceaſes, 
From Reaſon far his Tranſports rovez - 

And Boileau, for eight hundred Pieces, 
Makes Louis take the Wall of Jove. 


III. 


Neptune and Sol came from above, 
Shap'd like Megrigny, and Vauban; 
They arm'd theſe Rocks, then ſhow'd old 1 
Of Marli Wood the wondrous Plan. 
Such Walls, theſe three wiſe Gods agreed, 
By Human Force could ne'er be ſhaken; 
But You and I in H mer read 
Of Gods, as well as Men, miſtaken. 
Sambre and Maeſe t heir Waves may join, 
But ne'er can W/i!liam's Force reſtrain; 
He'll paſs them Beth, who paſs'd the Boys :: 
Remember this, and arm the Sein. 


IV. 


Full fifteen thouſand luſty Fellows 
With Fire and Sword the Fort maintain; 
Each was a Hercules, you tell us, 
Yet out they march'd like common Men. 
Cannons above, and Mines below 
Did Death and Tombs for Foes contrive ; 
Yet matters have been order'd ſo, 
That moſt of Us are ftill alive. 
D 4. 
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| V. 
Namur, devant tes murailles, 
Jadis la Grece euſt vingt Ant, 
Sans fruit ven les ſuncrailles 
De ſes plus fiers Combatans. 
Quelle effroyable Puiſſance 
Anujourd-huy pourtant s'avance 
Preſte a foudro her tes monts? 
Quel bruit, quel few Penvirenne ; 
C'eſt Jupiter en Perſonne, 
ou c eſt le Vainqueur de Mons. 


VI. 


Men doute point, e eſt luy-meſme, 
Tout brille en lu), Tout eſt Roy. 
Dans Bruxelles Naſſau bleme 
Commence à trembler pour toy. 
En vain il voit le Batave, 

De ſormais docile Eſclave, 

Range Sous ſes itendars: 

En vain au Lion Belgique 

11 voit P Aigle Germanique 
Uni Sous les Leopards. 


* 


VII. 
Plein de la frayeur nouvelle 
Dont ſes ſens ſont agites, 
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A V. 
If Namur be compar'd to Troy, 
Then Britain's Boys excell the Greeks: 
Their Siege did ten long Years employ, 
We've done our Bus'neſs in ten Weeks. 
What Godhead does ſo faſt advance, 
with dreadful Power thoſe Hills to gain? 
Tis little Mill, the Scourge of France, 
No Godhead, but the firſt of Men. 
His mortal Arm exerts the Pow'r, 
To keep ev'n Mons's Victor under: 
And that ſame Jupiter no more 
Shall fright the World with impious Thundes 
VI. 
Our King thus trembles at Namur, 
Whilſt Villeroy, who neer afraid is, 
To Bruxelles marches on ſecure, © 5 
To Bomb the Monks, and ſcare the Ladies 
After this Glorious Expedition, 
One Battel makes the Marſhal Great ; 
He muſt perform his King's Commiſſion: 
Who knows but Orange may retreat ? 
Kings are allow'd to feign the Gout, 
Or be prevail'd with not to Fight; 
And mighty Louis hop'd, no doubt, 
That William wou'd ppc _ Right. 
VI: + 
From Seynz and Loyre, to Rhone and Po, 
See every Mother's Son appear; 
D 5 
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A ſon ſecours il appelle 

Les Penples les plus wamtes, 
Ceux- ld uiennent du ri vage 
Ou Henorgueillit le Tage 
De Por qui roule en ſes eaux; 
ceux: ci des champs on la nege 


Des marais de la Norvege 
Neuf mois couvre les roſcaux. 


VIII. 


Mais qui fait enfler ls Sambte? 


Sous les Jumeaux effrayes, 
Des freids Torrens de Decembre 


Les Champs par tout ſont noyes, 
Ceres Senfui; eploree, 

De voir en proye a Borce 

Ses guerera i ies charges, 

Et Sous les Vrnes fangeuſos 


Des Hyades or ageuſes 


Tous ſes Treſors ſubmerges. 
1X, 


Deployer, routes vor rages, 


Princes, Vents, Peuples, Frimats 3... 


Ramaſſez. tous vos nuages, 


Raſſamblez, tous vos Soldats, 


_ Malgre 
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In ſuch a Caſe ne' er blame a Foe, 
If he betrays ſome little Fear: 
He comes, the mighty Vi/”r2y comes; 
Finds a ſmall River in his Way: 

So waves his Colours, beats his Drams 3 
And thinks it pradent there ro ſtay. 
The Gallic Troops breath Blood and War; 

The Marſhal cares not to march faſter ; 
Poor Vill'roy moves ſo {lowly here, 

We fancy'd all, it was his Maſter. 

VIII. 

Will no kind Flood, no friendly Rain 

Diſguiſe the Mar'thal's plain Difgrace ? 
No Torrents {well the low Mehayne ? 

The World will ſay, he durſt not paſs. 
Why will no Hyades appear, 

Dear Poet, on the Banks of Sambre? 
Juſt as they did that mighty Year, 

When you turn'd June into December? 
The Water-Nymphs are all unkind 

To VilProy; are the Land Nymphs ſo? 
Theſe Ebb alas ! fly they, Combin'd 

To ſhame a General, and a Beau? 

93 - * 


Tiuth, Juſtice, Senſe, Religion, Fame 
May join to finiſh William's Story; 

Nations ſet free may bleſs his Name, 
And France in Secret own his Glory. 


* 
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: Malgri vous Namur en poudre 


S'en va tomber Sous la foudre 
Qui domta I Iſle, Courtray, 
Gand la Superbe Eſpagnole, 
Saint Omer, Bezangon, Dole, 
Ypres, Maſtricht, & Cambray. 


X. 


Mes pre ſages © accompliſſent: 
Il commence a chanceler; 
Sous les coups qui retentiſſent 
Ses Murs Sen vont Secrouler. 
Mars en feu qui les domine 
Sorfle a grand bruit leur ruine; 
Et les Bombes dans les airs 
iAllant chercher le tonnere, 
Semblent tombant ſur la Terre, 
Vouloir Vonvrir les Enfers. — 


XI. 


— 


Aceonrez,, Naſſau, Baviere, 


Des ces Murs Punique eſpoir: 


A convert dune Riviere 
Venex, vous pouvez. tout voir. 
Conſiderez, ces approches: 
Pojez., grimper ſur ces roches 
_ 
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But Ipres, Maſtrich and Cambray, 
Beſancon, Ghent, St. Omers, Le, 
Conrtray and Dole, ye Criticks, ſay, 
How poor to this was Pinder's Style? 
With Eke's and Alſo's tack thy Strain, | 
Great Bard; and ſing the deathleſs Prince, 
Who loſt Namur the ſame Campaign, 
He bought Dixmude, and gutted Deynſe. 
X. 


P11 hold ten Pound, my Dream is out; 
Pd tell it Tou, but for the Rattle 
of thoſe confounded Drums; no doubt 
Ton' bloody Rogues intend a Battel. 
Dear me! a hundred thouſand French 
With Terror fill the neighb'ring Field; 
While William carries on the Trench, 
Till both the Town and Caſtle yield. 
VilProy to Bouſſters ſhould advance, 
Says Mars, thro? Cannons Mouths in Fire; 
Id eff, one Mareſchal of France | 
Tells t'other, He can come no nigher. 
| XI. 
Regain the Lines the ſhorteſt way, 
Vil roy, or to Verſailles take Poſt; 
For, having ſeen it, Thou can't ſay | 
The Steps, by which Namur was l oft,  * 
The Smoke and Flame may vex thy Sight; 
Look not once back; but, as thou goeſt, 
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Ces Athletes belliquenx ; 

Et dans les Eaux, dans la flame, 

Louis à tout donnant ame, 

Marcher, conrir avecque eux. 
XII. 

Contemplex dans la tempeſe 

Qui ſort de ces Boulevars, 

La plume qui ſur ſa teſie 

(Attire tous les regards, 

A cet Aſtre redoutable 

Toũ jours un ſort favorable . 

&' attache dans les Combats : 

Et toi jcurs avec la Gloire 


Mars amenant la Vittoire 


Vole, & le ſuit a grands pas, 
X 111. 

Grands Defenſeurs de PBſpagne, 
Nont re- vous, il en eſt temps; 
Courage, vers la Mahagne 
Voila vos Drapeaux flottans. 
Jamais ſes ondes craintives 
Nont wit ſur leurs foibles rives 
Tant de guerriers 5 amaſſer. 
courex donc. Qui vous retarde? 
Tout ! Univers vous regarde. 
Noſex. vaus la traverſer ? 

| X1V. 
Loin de fermey le paſſage 


vos nombreux bataillons, 


FIR. 
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Quicken the Squadrons in their Flight; 
And bid the D---1 take the ſloweſt. 

Think not what Reaſon to produce, 
From Louis to conceal thy Fear; 

He'll own the Strength of thy Excuſe, 
If he but hears, Naſſau was there. 

XII. 

Now let us look for Louis Feather, 
That us'd to ſhine ſo like a Star; 

The Generals could not get together, 
Wanting that Influence, great in War; 

O Poet! thou had'ſt been diſcreeter, 
Hanging the Monarch's Hat ſo high ; 

If thou had'ſt dubb'd thy Star, a Meteor; 
That did but blaze, and rove, and die. 

XIII. 

To animate the doubt ful Fight, 
Namur in vain expects that Ray; 

In vain France hopes, the ſickly Light 
Shou'd ſhine near William's fuller Day. 

He likes Verſailles, his proper Station; 
Nor cares for any Foreign Sphere: 

Where you ſee Boileau's Conſtellation, 

Be ſure no Danger can be near. 

XIV. 

The French had gather d all their Force; 3 

And William left an open way: 


Yet off they bruſh'd, both Foot and Horſe, 


What has Friend Bojleas left to ſay? 
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Luxembourg &4 du rivage 
Reculs ſes pavillons. 
| Suey? leur ſeul aſpect vous glace? 
Os ſont ces chefs pleins d audace, 
F Fadis fi prompts à marcher, 
| Qui devoient de la Tamiſe, 
bi Et dela Drive Soumiſe 
BY Fuſqu' a Paris nous chercher? 
bo | l XV. 
n Cependant l'effroy redowble 
Sur les Remparts de Namur, 
Son Gouverneur qui ſe trouble 
Senfuit ſous ſon dernier mur. 
Deja juſques a ſes portes 
Fe vey monter nos cohortes, 


Ir 


La flame & le fer en mains 5 
* Et ſur les Monceaux de piques, 
43K De Corps morts, de Rocs, de Briques, . 
| S'owurir un large chemin. 
'F XVI. 
Cen eſt fait. Fe viens d entendre 7 
Sur ces Rochers eperdus 
Battre un Signal pour ſe rendre: 8 
Le feu ceſſe. Ils ſont ren dus. 
Depoiiillez, votre arrogance, l 
Fiers Ennemis de la France; 
Et deſormai s gracieux, : 
Allex a Liege, a Bruxelles, 


Porter les humbles nowvelles 
Be Namur pris à vos yeux. 
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When his high Muſe is bent. upon't 
To ſing her King, that Great Commander, 
Or on the Shores of Helleſpont, 
Or in the Valleys near Scamander; 
Wou'd it not ſpoil his noble Task, 
If any fooliſh Phrygian there is 
Impertinent enough to ask, 
How far Namur may be from Paris? 
XV. 
Two Stanza's more before we end, 
of Death, Pikes, Rocks, Arms, Bricks and Fire: 
Leave 'em behind you, honeſt Friend: 
And with your Country-Men retire. 
Your Ode is ſpoilt, Namur is freed; 
For Dixmuyd ſomething yet is due ; 
So good Count Guiſcard may proceed; 
But Bouſſters, Sir, one Word with you. 
XVI. | 
Tis done. In Sight of theſe Commanders, 
Who neither Fight, nor raiſe the Siege; 
The Foes of France march ſafe thro* Flanders, 
Divide to Bruxelles or to Liege. 
Send, Fame, this News to Trianon; 
That Boufflers may new Honours gain: 
He the ſame Play by Land has ſhown, - 
As Towrville did upon the Main. 
Yet is the Mar'ſhal made a Peer: 
O William, may thy Arms advance, 
That he may loſe Dinant next Year, 
And ſo be Conftable of France, 
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A GN . 
fi —- FF Wine and Muſick have the Pow'r, 
To eaſe the Sickneſs of the Soul; 
| Let Phabus ev'ry String explore; 
f And Bacchus fill the ſprightly Bowl. 
"Ts Let them their friendly Aid imploy, 
7 To make my Ces Abſence light; 
1 And ſeek for Pleaſure, to deſtroy 
i The Sorrows of this live-long Night. 
But She to Morrow will return: 
Venur, be Thou to Morrow great; 
Thy Myrtles ſtrow, thy Odeurs burn; 
And meet thy Fav'rite Nymph in State. 
Kind Goddeſs, to no other Pow'rs 
Let us to Morrow's Bleſſings own: 
Thy darling Leves ſhall guide the Hours; 
And all the Day be Thine alone, 


6 


CELIA to DAMON. 
Arque in Amore mala bac my ſummeque ſeeunds 
Inveniun ur- 
Lucret. Lih. 4. 


HAT can l ſay, what Arguments can prove 

My Truth ; what Colours can deſcribe my 
If its Exceſs and Fury be not known Love; 
In what thy Celia has already done? 
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Thy Infant Flames, whilſt yet they were conceal'd 
In tim'rous Doubts, with Pity I beheld; 
With eaſie Smiles diſpelPd the ſilent Fear. 
That durſt not tell me, what I dy'd to hear: 
In vain I ſtrove to check my growing Flame; 
Or: ſhelter Paſſion under Friendſhip's Name: 
You ſaw my Heart, how it my Tongue bely d; 
And when you preſs'd, how faintly I deny d 
| PFerGuardianThought con'd bring its ſcatter'dAid ; | 
Per Reaſon cou'd ſupport the doubting Maid; 3 
My Soul ſurpriz d, and from its ſelf disjoin'd, 
Left all Reſerve, and all the Sex behind: 
From your Command her Motions ſhe receiv'd ; 
And not for me, but you, ſhe breath'd and liv'd. 
But ever bleſt be Otherea's Shrine; 
And Fires Eternal on her Altars ſhine ; 
Since thy dear Breaſt has felt an equal Wound; 
Since in thy Kindneſs my Deſires are crown'd, 
By thy each Look, and Thought, and Care, tis ſhown, 
Thy Joys are center'd All in me Alone ; 
And ſure I am, thou wou'dft not change this Hour, 
For all the White ones Fate has in its Pow 'r. 
Yet thus beloy'd, thus loving to Exceſs, 
ret thus receiving and returning Bliſs, 
n this great Moment, in this Golden Now, 
ove When ev'ry Trace of What, or When, or How 
my Shou'd from my Soul by raging Love be torn, 
ve; And far on ſwelling Seas of Rapture born; 
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A melancholy Tear afflicts my Eye; 
And my Heart labours with a ſudden Sigh : 
Invading Fears repel my Coward Joy; 
And Ills foreſeen the preſent Bliſs deſtroy. 

Poor as it is, this Beauty was the Cauſe, 
That with firſt Sighs your panting Boſom roſe: 


But with no Owner Beauty long will ſtay, 


Upon the Wings of Time born ſwift away : 

. Paſs but ſome fleeting Years, and theſe poor Eyes, 
(Where now without a Boaſt ſome Beauty lyes) 
No longer ſhall their little Luſtre keep; 

Shall only be of uſe to read, or weep: 


And on this Forehead, where your Verſe has ſaid, 


The Loves delighted, and the Graces play'd; 
Inſulting Age will trace his cruel Way; 
And leave ſad Marks of his deſtructive Sway. 
Movꝰ d by my Charms, with them your Love may 
And as the Fuel ſinks, the Flame decreaſe; (œcaſe; 
Or angry Heav'n may quicker Darts prepare; 
And Sickneſs ſtrike what Time a while wou'd ſpare. 
Then will my Swain his glowing Vows renew; 
Then will his throbbing Heart to mine beat true; 
When my own Face deters me from my Glaſs; 
And Kyeller only ſhows what Celia was. 
Fantaſtick Fame may ſound her wild Alarms; 
Your Country, as you think, may want your Arms. 


Jou may neglect, or quench, or hate the Flame, 


Whoſe Smoke too long obſcur'd your riſing Name: 
. And 


d 


May quit his Pleaſure, to aſſert his Pow'r 
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And quickly cold Indiff rence will enſue, 
when you Love's Joys thro' Honour's Optic view. 
Then Celia's loudeſt Pray'r will prove too weak, 
To this abandon'd Breaſt to bring you back ; 
When my loſt Lover the tall Ship aſcends, 
With Muſick Gay, and wet with Jovial Friends: 
The tender Accents of a Woman's Cry 
Will paſs unheard, will unregarded die; 
When the rough Seaman's louder Shouts prevail; 
when fair Occaſion ſhows the ſpringing Gale; 
And Int'reſt guides the Helm, and Honour fills 
the Sayl. 
Some wretched Lines from this neglected Hand, 
May find my Lover oa the Foreign Strand, 
Fill'd with new Fires, and pleas'd with new 
Command. 
While She who wrote em, of all Joy bereft, 
To tke rude Cenſure of the World is left; 
Her mangl'd Fame in batb'rous Paſtime loft, 
The Coxcomb's Novel, and the Drunkard's Toaſt. 
But nearer Care (O pardon it) ſupplies 
Sighs to my Breaſt, and Sorrow to my Eyes. 
Love, Love himſelf, the only Friend 1 have, 
May ſcorn his Triumph, having bound his Slaye: 
That Tyrant God, that reſtleſs Conqueror 1 


Forlake the Provinces that bleſs his Sway, 
To vanquiſh thoſe which will not yet obey, 


. 
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Another Nymph with fatal Pow'r may riſe, 
To damp the ſinking Beams of Celia's Eyes; 
With haughty Pride may hear her Charms confeſt ; 
And ſcorn the irdent Vows that 1 have bleſt: 
You ev'ry Night may ſigh for Her in vain ; 
And rife each Morning to ſome fieſh Diſdein : 
while Celia's ſofteſt Look may ceaſe to Charm; 
And her Embraces want the Pow'r to watm : 
While theſe fond Arms, thus circling you, may prove 
More heavy Chains, than thoſe of hopeleſs Love. / 
Juſt Gods! all other things their Like produce: 
The vine ariſes from its Mother's Juice; | 
When feeble Plants, or tender Flow rs decay, 
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They to their seed their Images convey: * 

Where the old Myrtle her good influence ſheds, F 

Sprigs of like Leaf erect their Filial Heads; W 

if And when the Parent Roſe decays, and dies, M 

1 With a reſembling Face the Daughter Buds ariſe. TI 

| if That froduct only which our Paſſions bear, Fr 
; i ! Eludes the Planter's miſerable Care: 

3 While blooming Love aſſures us Golden Fruit, I 1 

ö 1 some inborn Poiſon taints the ſeeret Root; If 

N ll | Soon fall the Flow'rs of Joy, and ſoon the Seeds D1 

1 of Hatred ſhoot. a | ITE! | 

4 : Say, Shepherd, ſay, Are theſe Reflections true Th 

Or was it but the Woman's Fear, that dieß, _ 


This cruel Scene, unjuſt to Love and You? + 


Will 


ſt ; 
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Will You be only, and for ever Mine? 

Shall neither Time, nor Age our Souls disjoin? 
From this dear Boſom ſhall 1 ne'er be torn? 
Or You grow cold, ReſpeQfal, and Forſworn? 
And can You not for Her you love do more, 
Than any Youth for any Nymph before? 


— _— 


PALLAS and VENUS. 
An R 1-6: A 


HE Trojan Swain had judg'd the great Diſpute ; 
And Beauty's Pow'r obtain'd the Golden Fruit; 
When /enxs, looſe in all her naked Charms, 
Met Fove's Great Daughter clad in ſhining Arms. 
The wanton Goddeſs view'd the Warlike Maid 
From Head to Foot, and Tauntingly ſhe ſaid. 
Yield, Siſter; Rival, yield; Naked, You ſee, 
I vanquiſh ; gueſs how Potent I ſhould be, 
If to the Field 1 came -in Armour dreſt; 
Dreadful, like thine, my Shield, and terrible my Creſt, 
The Warrior Goddeſs with Diſdain reply'd; _ 
Thy Folly, Child, is equal to thy Pride: 
Let a brave Enemy for once adviſe; 


And Venus (if tis poſlible) be Wile, 


Tho 
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Thou to be ſtrong muſt put off every Dreſs; 
Thy only Armour is thy Nakedneſs : | 
And more than once, or Thou art mucli bely'd, 
By Mars himſelf that Armour has been try'd. 


Preſented 
„F I N G, P 


At bis Arrival in HOLLAND, 
after the Diſcovery of the Conſpi- 
racy, 1696, | 


Serus in celum redeas; diuque 
Latus interſis populo Quirini: 
Neve te noſtris vitiis iniquum 

O cor aura 


Hor. ad Auguſtum. 
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E careful Angels, whom eternal Fate 
Ordains, on Earth and human Acts to wait; 
Who turn with ſecret Pow'r this reftleſs Ball; 
And bid alternate Empires riſe and fall : 

Your ſacred Aid religious Monarchs own, 

When firſt They merit, then aſcend the Throne: 
But Tyrants dread you, left your juſt Decree 
Transfer the Pow'r, and ſet the People free: 


Sec 


1- 
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See reſcu'd Britain at your Altars bow; 
And hear Her Hymns your happy Care ayow; 
That ſtill her Axes and her Rods ſupport 


The Judges Frown, and grace the awful Court: 


That Law with all her pompous Terror ſtands, 

To wreſt the Dagger from the Traitors Hands; 

And rigid Juſtice reads the fatal Word, 

Poiſes the Ballance firſt, then draws the Sword. 
Britain Her Safety to your Guidance owns, 

That She can ſep'rate Parricides from Sons: 

That, impious Rage diſarm'd, She lives and Reigns 

Her Freedom kept by Him, who broke her Chains. 
And Thou, great Miniſter, above the reſt 

Of Guardian Spirits, be Thou forever bleſt : 

Thou, who of old wert ſent to Iſrael's Court, 

With ſecret Aid great David's ſtrong Support ; 

To mock the frantick Rage of cruel Saul; 

And ſtrike the uſeleſs Jav'lin to the Wall. 

Thy later Care o'er William's Temples held, 

On 3037's propitious Banks, the heav'nly Shield; 

When Pow'r Divine did Sov'raign Right declare; 

And Cannons mark'd, whom they were bid to ſpate. 
Still, bleſſed Angel, be thy Care the ſame; 

Be William's Life untouch'd, as is his Fame: 

Let him own Thine, as Britain owns His Hand ; 

Save thou the King, as He has ſav'd the Land. ; 
We Angels Forms in pious Monarchs view ; 

We reverence William; for he acts like You: 
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And ſmiling ſees her Rebel Subje& frown : 


The Waves but whiten her Triumphant Shore: 
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oOntheir great Leader's Praiſe; by Turns they tell, 


Like You, Gommiſlion'd to chaſtize and bleſs, 
He muſt avenge the World, and give it Peace. 
Indulgent Fate our potent Pray'r receives; 
And ſtill Britannia ſmiles, and William lives: 
The Hero dear to Earth, by Heay'n beloy'd, 
By Troubles muſt be vex'd, by Dangers prov'd; 
His Foes muſt aid to make his Fame compleat ; 
And fix his Throne ſecure on their Defeat. 
so, tho' with ſudden Rage the Tempeſt comes; 
Tho' the Winds roar, and tho' the Water foams; 
Imperial Britain on the Sea looks down; 


striking her Cliff, the Storm confirms her Pow'r; 


In vain they wou'd advance, in vain retreat; 
Broken they daſh and periſh at her Feet. 

For Hlliam ſtill new Wonders ſhall be ſhown; 
The Pow rs that reſcu'd ſhall preſerve the Throne: 
Safe on his Darling Britain's joyful Sea, 
Behold, the Monarch plows his liquid way : 

His Fleets in Thunder thro' the World declare, 
Whoſe Empire they obey, whoſe Arms they bear. 
Bleſs'd by aſpiring Winds he finds the Strand 
Blacken'd with Crouds ; he ſees the Nations ſtand 
Bleſſing his Safety, proud of his Command, 

In various Tongues he hears the Captains dwell 


And 


And liſten (each with emulous Glory fir'd) 
How William conquer'd, and how France retix d; 
How Belgia freed the Hero's Arm confeſs'd ; 
But trembl'd for the Courage which 8he bleſt. 

O Louis, from this great Example know, 
To be at once a Herp, and a Foe: 
By ſounding Trumpets, mark, and ſurly Drums, 
When William to the open Vengeance comes: 
Heading His Traops, and foremoſt in the Fight, 
Behold the Soldier plead the Monarch's Right. 

Hence then, cloſe Ambuſh and perfidious War, 
Down to your priſtin Seats of Night repair. 
And thou, Bellona, weep thy cruel Pride 
Reſtrain'd, behind the Victor's Chariot ty d 
In brazen Knots, and eyerlaſting Chains. 
(So Europe's Peace, ſo William's Fate ardains:} 
While on the Iv'ry Chair, in happy State 
He fits; ſecure in Innocence, and great 
In regal Clemency; and views beneath 
Averted Darts of Rage, and pointleſs Arms of Death. 
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ain 40a . 
Young Gentleman in Love. 
a 4A "+ 


TOR OM publick Noiſe and factious Strife, 
From all the buſie Ills of Life, 

Take me, My Cloe, to thy Breaſt; 

And-lull my wearied Soul to Reſt. 

For ever, in this humble Cell, 

Let Thee and I, my Fair One, dwell; 

None enter elſe, but Love :-----and He 

Shall bar the Door, and keep the Key. 
To painted Roofs and ſhining Spires, 

(Uneaſie Seats of high Deſires) 

Let the unthinking Many croud, 

That dare be Covetous and Proud; 

In Golden Bondage let them wait; 

And Barter Happineſs for State: 

But Oh! Cloe, when thy Swain 

Deſites to ſee a Court again; 


— 
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May Heav'n around this deſtin'd Head, A 
Ihe choiceſt of its Curſes ſh ed: 6 N 
To ium up all the Rage of Fate . 0 


In the Two Things 1 dread and hate, . 
Mayen chou be Falſe, and 1 be Great. 


Thus on his Cloe's panting Breaſt, 
Fond Celadon his Soul expreſt; 
While with Delight the lovely Maid 
Receiv'd the Vows, ſhe thus repaid, 
Hope of my Age, Joy of my Youth, 
Bleſt Miracle of Love and Truth! 
All that cou'd &er be counted mine, 
My Love and Liſe long ſince are Thine 
A teal Joy 1 never knew, 
Till I believ'd thy Paſſion true; 
A real Grief 1 nc'er can find, 
Till thou prov'ſt Perjur'd or Unkind. 
Contempt, and Poverty, and Care, 
All we abhor, and all we fear, 
Bleſt with thy Preſence, I can bear; 
Thio' Waters and thro' Flames 111 go, 
Suff'rer and Solace of thy Woe; 
Trace me {ome yet unheard-of way, 
That 1 thy Ardour may tepay: g 
And make my conſtant Paſſion known, 
By more than Woman yet has done. 
Had 1 a Wiſh that did not bear 
The Stamp and Image of my Dear; 
I'd pierce my Heart thro? ey'ry Vein; 
And Die to let it out again. 


No: Venus ſhall my Witneſs be, 
(If Venus ever lov'd like me) 
: E 1 
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That for one Hour I wolrd not quit 
My Shepherd's Arms, and this Retreat, 
To be the Perfian Monarch's Bride, 


Part' ner of all his Power and Pride; 


Or Rule in Regal State above, 

Mother of Gods, and Wife of Jove. 
O happy theſe of Human Race! 

But ſoon, alas! onr Pleaſures paſs. 


lle thank'd her on his bended Knee; 


Then drank a Quatt of Milk and Tea; 
And leaving her ador'd Embrace, 
Haſten'd to Court, to beg a Place. 
While She, his Abſence to bemoan, 
The very Moment he was gone, 
Call'd Thyrſis from beneath the Bed, 


Where all this time he had been tid. 


AA L. 
Hilft Men have theſe Ambitious Fancies; 
And wanton Wenches read Romances ; 

Our Sex will. - Mhat? out with it: Dye. 
And Theirs in equal Straius reply. : 
The Moral of the Tale 1 ſing, 
(A Poſy for a Wedding Ring) 
In this ſhort Verſe will be confin'd: 
Love is a Jeſt, and Vows are Wind. 
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158 Danze, when Fair and Young, 

(As Horace has divinely ſung) 

Could not be kept from Jove's Embrace 
By Doors of Steel, and Walls of Braſs. 
The Reaſon of the Thing is clear; 
(Would Fove the naked Truth aver) 
Cupid was with him of the Party; 
And ſhow'd himſelf ſincere and hearty: 
For (give that Whipſter but his Errand) 
He takes my Lord Chief Juſtice? Warrant; 
Dauntleſs as Death away he walks; 
Breaks the Doors open; ſnaps the Locks; 
Searches the Parlour, Chamber, Study; 
Nor ſtops, till he has culprit's Body. 

Since this has been Authentick Truth, | 
By Age deliver'd down to Youth; „ 
Tell us, miſtaken Husband, tell us, £9 
Why ſo Myfterious, why ſo Jealous? 
Does the Reſtraint, the Bolt, the Bar, 
Make us leſs Curious, her leſs Fair? 
The Spy, who does this Treaſure keep, | 
Does ſhe ne' er ſay her Pray'rs, nor Sleep? | 1 
Does ſhe to no Exceſs incline? WAH | 
Does the fly Mulick, Mirth, and Wine? 
"| 5 5.4 Or 


That Spy is guarded by your Friend. 
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Or have not Gold and Flatt'ry Pow'r, 


To purchaſe One unguarded Hour? 
Your Care does further yet extend; 


But has that Friend nor Eye, nor Heart? 
May He not feel the cruel Dart, | 
Which, ſoon or late, all Mortals feel? 
May He not, with too tender Zeal, 
Give the Fair Pris'ner Cauſe to ſee, 
How much He wiſhes, ſhe were free? 
May He not craftily infer 
The Rules of Friendſhip too. evere, 
Which chain him to a hated Truſt, 
Which make him Wretched, to be Juſt? 
And may not She, this Darling She, - 

Youthful and healthy, Fleſh and Blood, 
Eaſie with Him, ill us'd by Thee, 

Allow this Logic to be good? 

Sir, Will your Queſtions never end? 

I truſt to neither Spy nor Friend. 
In ſhort, I keep her from the Sight 
Of ev'ry Human Face.-----She*1l write,------ 
From Pen and Paper She's debarr'd.------ 
Has ſhe a Bodkin and a Card? 
_ She'll prick her Mind :------She will, you ſay; 
| But how ſhall She that Mind convey? 
1 keep her in one Room, I lock it; 
The Key, look here, is in this Pocket: 
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The Key- hole, is that left? Moſt certain, 
She'll thruſt her Letter thro', - Sir Martin. 
Dear angry Friend, what muſt be done ? 

Is there no Way :----There is but one. 

Send her abroad, and let her ſee, 

That all this mingled Maſs, which ſhe 

Being forbidden longs to know, 

Is a dull Farce, an empty Show, 

Powder, and Pocket-Glaſs, and Beau; 

A Staple of Romance and Lies, 

Falſe Tears, and real Perjuries ; 

Where Sighs and Looks are bought and ſold; 
And Love is made but to be told; 

Where the fat Bawd and laviſh Heir 

The Spoils of ruin'd Beauty ſhare; 

And Youth ſeduc'd from Friends and Fame, 
Muſt give up Age to Want and Shame, 
Let her behold the Frantick Scene, 
The Women wretched, falſe the Men: 
And when, theſe certain Ills to ſhun, 
She would to thy Embraces run ; 
Receive her with extended Arms; 
Seem more delighted with her Charms; 
Wait on her to the Park and Play; 
Put on good Humour, make her gay; 
Be to her Vertues very kind; 

Be id} her Faults a little blind ; 
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Let all her Ways be unconfin'd ; 2 
And clap your Pagleck------0n her Mind. 
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Monſieur De la Resa 


ANI CARFPEL 


r Db 


IAN carvel, Impotent and Old, 
Married a Laſs of London Mould; 
Handſome ? enough; extremely Gay; 
Loy'd Muſick, Company and Play: 
High Flights ſhe had, and Wit at Will; 
And ſo her Tongue lay ſeldom till; 


For in all Viſits who but She, 
To Argue or to Repartee? 

She made it plain that Human Paſſion 
Was order'd by Predeſtination; 

That, if weak Women went aſtray, 
Their Stars were more in Fault than They: 
Whole Tragedies She had by Heart; 
Enter'd into Noxana's Part; 
To Triumph in her Rival's Blood, 
The Action certainly was good; 
How like a Vine young Ammon curl d? 
Oh that dear Conqu tor of the World! 


3 a a. " "SO | 
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She pity'd Betterton in Age, 
That ridicul'd the God-like Rage. 

She, firſt of all the Town, was told, 
where neweſt India things were ſold ; 
So in a Morning, without Bodice, 

Slipt ſometimes out to Mrs. Thody's, 
To cheapen Tea, to buy a Screen; 
What elſe cou'd ſo much Vertue mean? 
For to prevent the leaſt Reproach, 

Betty went with her, in the Coach. 

But when no very great Affair 
Excited her peculiar Care, 

She without fail was wak'd at Ten; 
Drank Chocolate; then flept again 
At Twelve She roſe, with much ado 
Her Cloaths were hudd1'd on by Two: 
Then, Does my Lady Dine at home? 
Yes ſure: but is the Colonel come? 
Next, how to ſpend the Afternoon; 
And not come Home again too ſoon ; 
The Change, the City, or the Play, 
As each was proper for the Day; 

A Turn, in Summer, to Hyde-Park, 
When it grew tolerably Dark. 

Wives Pleaſure cauſes Husbands Pain; 
Strange Fancies come in Hans's Brain; 
He thought of what he did not name; 
And wou'd reform, but durſt not blame; 


Ar 
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At firſt He therefore Preach'd his Wife 
The Comforts of a Pjous Life: 
Told Her how Tranſient Beauty was; 
That all muſt die, and Fleſh was Graſs: 
He bought her Sermons, Pſalms, and Graces; 
And doubled down the uſeful Places, 
But ſtill the Weight of worldly Care | 
Allow'd her little time for Prayer. 
And Cleopatra was read o'er 3 
Whilſt Scot, and Wake, and Twenty more, 
That teach one to deny ones ſelf, 
Lay unmoleſted on the Shelf, 
An untouch'd Bible grac'd her Toilet; 
No fear that Thumb of hers ſhould ſpoil it. 
In ſhort, the Trade was ſtill the ſame; 
The Dame went out, the Colonel came. 

What's to be done? poor Carvel cry'd; 
Another Batt'ry muſt be try'd: 
What if to Spells I had Recourſe? 
*Tis but to hinder ſomething worſe, 
The End muſt juſtifie the Means; 
He only Sins who 111 intends: 
Since therefore tis to Combat Evil; 
is lawful to employ the Devil. 

Forthwith the Devil did appear, 
(For name him and he's always near) 
Not in the Shape in which he plies 
At Miſſes Elbow, when ſhe lies; 
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Or ſtands before the Nurs'ry Doors, 
To take the naughty Boy that roars ; 
But without Sawcer Eye or Claw, 
Like a grave Barriſter at Law. 
Hans Carvel, lay aſide your Grief, 
The Devil ſays, I bring Relief: 
Relief, ſays Hans, pray let me crave 
Your Name, Sir ;------Satan Sir, your Slave; 
I did not look upon your Feet, 
You'll pardon me; Ay, now I ſee't: 
And pray, Sir, when came you from Hell? 
Our Friends there, did you leave them well? 
All well; but prithee, honeſt Hans, 
Says Satan, leave your Complaiſance. 
The Truth is this, I cannot ſtay 
Flaring in Sun-ſhine all the Day: 
For, entre News, we helliſh Sprites 
Love more the Freſco of the Nights; 
And oftner our Receipts convey 
In Dreams, than any other way. 
I tell you therefore as a Friend, 
E'er Morning Dawns, your Fears thall end: 
Go then this Ev'ning, Maſter Carvel, 
Lay down your Fowls, and broach your Barrel; 
Let Friends and Wine diſſolve your Care; 
Whilſt 1 the great Receipt prepare: 
To Night Pl bring it, by my Faith; 
Believe, for once, what Satan ſait h. 


Away 
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. . Away went Hans, glad? not a little: 
Obey' d the Devil to a Tittle; 


Invited Friends ſome half a Dozen, Ar 
The Colonel, and my Lady's Cozen. Fit 
The Meat was ſerv'd; the Bowls were crown'd; Dt 
Catches were Sung; and Healths went round: A 
Barbades Waters for the Cloſe; 4. 
Till Hans had fairly got his Doſe: F 
The Colonel toaſted to the beſt; þ 
The Dame mov'd off, to be undret : 7 


The Chimes went Twelve; the Gueſts withdrew ; 
But when or how, Hans hardly knew. 
Some Modern Anecdotes ayer, 
He nodded in bis Elbow Chair: 
From thence was carry'd off to Bed; 
John held his Heels, and Nan his Head. 
My Lady was diſturb'd, new Sorrow: 
Which Hans muſt anſwer for to Morrow. 
In Bed then view this happy Pair; 
And think how Zymen Triumph'd there. 
Hans, faſt aſleep, as ſoon as laid; 
The Duty of the Night unpaid: 
The waking Dame, with Thoughts oppreſt, 
That made her hate both Him and Relt ; 
By ſuch a Husband, ſuch a Wife; 
 *Twas Acme's and Septimius Life. 
The Lady ſigh'd, the Lover ſnor'd; 
The punctual Devil kept his Word: 
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Appear'd to honeſt Hans again, 

(But not at all by Madam feen,) 

And giving him a Magick Ring, 

Fit for the Finger of a King: 

Dear Hans, ſaid he, this Jewel take, 

And wear it long, for Satan's ſake ; 

*Twill do your Buſineſs to a Hair : 

For long as you this Ring ſhall wear, 

As ſure as I look over Lincoln, 

That ne' er ſhall happen which you think on. 
Hans took the Ring with Joy extream, 

(All this was only in a Dream) 

And thruſting it beyond his Joint, 

'Tis done, he cry'd, I've gain'd my Point 

What Point, ſaid ſhe, you ugly Beaſt ? 

You neither give me Joy, nor Reſt: 

*Tis done :-----What's done, you drunken Bear? 

You've thruſt your Finger G---d knows where. 
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PAULO PURGANTI 
AND 


r: 
An Honeſt, but a Simple Pair: 


Eft enim quiddam, idque intelligitur in omni Virtute, 
| quod Deceat : quod Cogitatione magis 4 Virtute po- 


teſt quam Re ſeparari. 
Cic. de Officiis. Lib. 1- 


18 the fix'd and ſettl'd Rules 

of vice and virtue in the Schools; 
Beyond the Letter of the Law, | 

Which keeps out Men and Maids in Awe; 
The better ſort ſhould ſet before *em 

A Grace, a Manner, a Decorum; 

Something that gives their Acts a Light; 
Makes em not only juſt, but bright: 

And ſets em in that open Fame, 

Which witty Malice cannot blame. 

For *tis in Life, as *tis in Painting; 
Much may be Right, yet much be Wanting 2 
From Lines drawn true, our Eye may trace 
A Foot, a Knee. a Hand, a Face : . 
May juſtly own the Picture wrought 3 
Exact to Rule, exempt from Fault: „ 


Yet, if the Colouring be not there, 
The Titian Stroke, the Guido Air; 
To niceſt Judgment ſhow the Piece, 
At beſt *rwill only not diſpleaſe: 

It would not gain on Ferſeys Eye, 
-d. -d would ſco'd, and ſet it by. 
Thus, in the Picture of our Mind, 

The Action may be well deſign'd; 
Guided by Law, and bound by Duty; 


# 


And, tho' its Error may be ſuch, 
As Kyags and Burzeſs cannot hit; 
It yet may feel the nicer Touch 
Of Wicherley's or Congreve's Wit. 

What is this Talk? replies a Friend: 
And where will this dry Moral end? 
The Truth of what you here lay down 
By ſome Example ſhould be ſhown : 
With all my Heart, for once, read on. 
An Honeſt, but a Simple Pair, 

(And Twenty other 1 forbear) 

May ſerve to make this Theſis clear, 
A Door of great Skill and Fame, 

Paulo Purganti was his Name, | 

Had a good, comely, vertuous Wife : 

No Woman led a better Life : 

She to Intreagues was ev'n trard-heatted ; 
She chuckl'd when aBawd was carted: 
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Yet want this Fe ne ſfay quoy of Beauty: | 


5 


And 
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And thought the Nation neꝰer wou'd thrive, 
Till all the Whores were burnt alive. 
On marry'd Men, that dare be bad, 
She thought no Mercy ſhould be had; 
They ſhould be hang'd, or ftary'd, or flead; 
Or ſerv'd like Remiſb Prieſts in Sede. 
In ſhort, all Lewdneſs ſhe defy' d; 
And ſtiff was her Parochial Pride. 
Yet, in an honeſt way, the Dame 
Was a great Lover of that ſame: | 
And could from Scripture take her Cue, 
That Husbands ſhould give Wives their Due. 
Her Prudence did ſo juſtly ſteer 
Between the Gay and the Severe, 
That, if in ſome Regards the choſe 
To curb poor Paulo in too cloſe; 
.In others ſhe relax'd again, 


And govern'd with a looſer Rein. 
Thus, tho? the ſtrictly did confine 
The Doctor from Exceſs of Wine; 
With Oyſters, Eggs, and Vermicelli, 
She let him almoſt burſt his Belly: 
Thus drying Coffee was deny'd; 
But Chocolate that Loſs ſupply'd; 
And for Tobacco, (who could bear it?) 
Filthy Concomitant of Claret, 
(Bleſt Revolution!) one might ſee 
Eringo Roots, and Bohe Tea. 


-4 


she often ſet the Doctor's Band, 


Kindly complain'd, that after Noon 

He went to pore on Books too ſoon; 

She held it wholſomer by much 

To reſt a little on the Couch; 

About his Waſte in Bed a-nights 

She clung ſo cloſe, for fear of Sprights. 
The Doctor underſtood the Call; 

But had not always wherewithal. 

The Lion's Skin too ſhort, you know, 
(As Plutarch's Morals finely ſhow) 

Was lengthen'd by the Fox's Tail : 
And Alt ſupplies, where Strength may fail; 

Unwilling then in Arms to meet 
The Enemy, he could not beat; 

He ſtrove to lengthen the Campaign, 
And ſave his Forces by Chicane. 

Fabins, the Reman Chief, who thus 

By fair Retreat grew Maximus, 

Shows us, that all, which Warrior can do 
With Force inferior, is cunctando. 

One Day then, as the Foe drew near, 
With Love, and Joy, and Life, and Dear; 
Our Don, who knew this Tittle Tattle 
Did, ſure as Trumpet, call to Battel; 
Thought it extreamly 4 propos, 

To ward againſt the coming Blow; 
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And ſtrok'd his Beard, and ſqueez'd his Hand; 


To 
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To ward, but how? Ay, there's the Queſtion; 
Fierce the Aſſault; unarm'd the Baſtion. 

The DoRor feign'd a ſtrange Surpriſe; 
He felt her Pulſe, he view'd her Eyes: 
Thoſe beat too faſt, theſe rowl'd too quick; 
She was, he ſaid, or would be Sick: 
He judg'd it abſolutely good, 
That ſhe ſhould purge and cleanſe her Blood, 
Spaw Waters for that end were got: 
If they paſt eaſily or not, 
What matters it? the Lady's Feaver 
Continu'd violent as ever. 

For a Diſtemper of this kind, 
(Blackmore and Hanns are of my Mind) 

If once it youthful Blood infe cts, 
And chiefly of the Female Sex, 
Is ſcarce remov'd by Pill or Potion; 
I What-&er might be our Doctor's Notion. 
oOne luckleſs Night then, as in Bed 
I doctor and the Dame were laid; 
| % this cruel Feaver came, 


7 High Pulſe, ſhort Breath, and Blood in Flame, 
What Meaſures ſhall poor Pauls keep 

With Madam in this piteous taking? 

She, like Mackbcth, has murder'd Sleep: 

And won't allow him Reft, tho* waking. 

Sad State of Matters; when we dare 

Nor ask for Peace, nor offer War: 
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Nor Livy nor Comines have ſhown, | 
What in this Juncture may be done. 
Grotius might own, that Paulo's Caſe is 
Harder, than any which he places 
Amongſt his Belli and his Pacis. 
He trove, alas! but trove in vain, 
By dint of Logic to maintain, 
That all the Sex was born to grieve, 
Up from her Ladyſhip to Eve. 
He rang'd his Tropes, and preach'd up Patience; 
Back'd his Opinion with Quotations, 
Divines, and Moriliſts; and run ye on 
Quite thro* from Seneca to Bunyan, 
As much in vain he bid her try 
To fold her Arms, to cloſe her Eye; 
Telling her Reſt would do her Good, 
If any thing in Nature cou'd : 
So held the Greeks quite down from Galen, : 
Maſters and Princes of the Calling; — —.—9 
So all our modern Friends maintain, 
(Tho' no great Greeks) in Warwick- Lane | 
Reduce, my Muſe, the wandring Song: 
A Tale ſhould never be too long. . £4, on 
The more he talk'd, the more ſhe burn d 
And ſigh'd, and toſt, and groan'd, and wd. 
At laſt, I wiſh, ſaid ſhe, my Dear x: 
(And whiſperd ſomething in his Ear.) 
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Youwiſh ! wiſh on, the Doctor cities: | 
Tord! when will Womankind be wiſc? 
What, in your Waters? are you mad? 
Why Poiſon is not half ſo bad. 
I do it----But I give you Warning; 
You'll die before to Morrow Morning. 
fis kind, my Dear, what you adviſe, 
The Lady with a Sigh replies: 
But Life, you know, at beſt is Pain : 
And Death is what we ſhould diſdain. 
| 80 do it therefore, and Adieu; 
For I will die, for Love of you.---- 
Let wanton Wives by Death be ſcar d; 
But to my Comfort, I'm prepar'd, 


THE 


= A D L E. 


HE Scepticks think *twas long ago, 
Since Gods came down Incognito; 
To ſee who were their Friends or Foes, 
And how our Actions fell or roſe. 
That, ſince they gave Things their Beginning; 
And ſet this Whirligig a Spinning; 
Supine they in their Heav'n remain, 
- Exempt frem Paſſion, and from Pain: 


* 
* 
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And frankly leave us Human Elves, 
To cut and ſhuffle for our ſelves: 
To ſtand, or walk; to riſe, or tumble; 
As Matter, and as Motion jumble. - 
The Poets now, and Painters hold 
This Theſis both abſurd and bold: 
And your good-natur'd Gods, they ſay, 
Deſcend ſome twice or thrice a Day. 
Elſe all theſe Things we toil ſo hard in, 
Would not avail one ſingle Farthing: 
For when th: Hero we reheatſe, 5 
To grace his Actions, and our Verſe; q 
Tis not by dint of Human Thought, 
That to his Latium he is brought: 
Iris deſcends, by Fate's Commands, 
To guide his Steps through Foreign Lands; 
And Amphitrite clears his Way, | 
From Rocks and Quick- ſands in the Sea. | my 
And if you ſee him in a Sketch, | 
Tho' drawn by Paulo or Carache, 
He ſhows not half his Force and Strength, 
Strutting in Armour, and at Length: 
That He may make his proper Figure, 
The Piece muſt yet be four Yards bigger: D% 
The Nymphs conduct him to the Field: * 
One holds his Sword, and one his Shield: 
Mars ſtanding by aſſerts his Quarrel; 
And Fame flies after with a Lawrel, SI 


- 5 : 
* 


— 


* 


96 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Theſe Points, I ſay, of Speculation, 
As *twere to ſave or ſink the Nation, 
Men idly learned will diſpute, | 
Aſſert, object, confirm, refute 
Each mighty angry, mighty right, 
| With equal Arms ſuſtains the Fight, 

Till now no Umpire can agree em; 
So both draw off, and ſing Te Deum. 

Is it in Equilibrio, 

If Deities deſcend 6r no? 

Then let th' Affirmative prevail, 
E As requiſite to form my Tale; 

For by all Parties tis confeſt, 
That thoſe Opinions are the beſt, 
Which, in their Nature, moſt conduce 
To preſent Ends, and private Uſe. | 

Two Gods came, therefore, from above; 
One Mercury, the t*other Fove : x 
The Humour was, it ſeems, to know, 

If all the Fayours they beſtow, 
Could from our own Perverſneſs eaſe us; 
And if our Wiſh injoy'd would pleaſe ns. 

Diſcourſing largely on this Theme, 

O'er Hills and Dales their Godſhips came; 
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. »Till well nigh tir d, at moſt Night, 
3 ; They thought ir proper to alight. 
11 Note here, that it as true as odd is, 
11 That, in Diſguiſe, a God or Goddeſs 
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Exerts no ſupernat'ral Powers; 
But acts on Maxims, much like Ours. 

They ſpy'd, at laſt, a Country Farm, 
Where all was ſnug, and clean, and warm; 
For Woods before, and Hills behind, 
Secur'd it both from Rain and Wind; 
Large Oxen in the Fields were lowing; 
Good Grain was ſow'd; good Fruit was growing: 
Of laſt Year's Corn in Barns great Store: 
Fat Turkeys gobbling at the Door: 
And Wealth, in ſhort, with Peace conſented, 
That People here ſhould live contented : 
But did they in Effect do ſo ? 
Have Patience, Friend, and thou ſhalt know. 

The honeſt Farmer and his Wife 
To Years declin*d, from Prime of Life, 
Had ſtruggl'd with the Marriage Nooſe, 
(As almoſt ev'ry Couple does:) 
Sometime, My Plague; ſometimes, My Darling; 
Kiſſing to Day, to Morrow ſnarling: ü 
Jointly ſubmitting to endure 
That Evil, which admits no Cure. 

Our Gods the outward Gate unbarr'd; 
Our Farmer met 'em in the Yard; 
Thought they were Folks that loſt their Wayz 
And ask'd them civily to tay : 3 


Told 'em, for Suppec, or for Bed, l 4 
They might go on, and be worſe ſped.— & . 
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So ſaid, ſo done; the Gods conſent ; 
All thiee into the Parlour went: 
They complement ; they fit ; they chat; 
Fight o'er the Wars ; reform the State: 
A thouſand knotty Points they clear; 
Till Supper and my Wife appear. 

Fove made his Leg, and kiſs'd the Dame: 
Obſequious Hermes did the ſame. 
Jove kiſs'd the Farmer's Wife, you ſay; 
He did; - but in an honeſt way: 
Oh! not with half that Warmth and Life, 
With which he kiſs'd Amphitryon's Wife.---- 


Well then, Things bandſomly were ferv'd ; 


My Miſtreſs for the Strangers carv'd. 
How ſtrong the Beer, how good the Meat, 
How loud they langht, how much they eat, 
In Epic ſumptuous would appear; 

Yet ſhall be paſs'd in Silence here: 

For 1 ſhould grieve to have it ſaid, 

That, by a fine Deſcription led, 

I made my Epiſode too long; 

Or tir'd my Friend, to grace my Song. 

The Grace-Cup ſerv'd, the Cloth away, 
Jo ve thought it time to ſhow his Play: 
Landlord and Landlady, he cry'd, 

Folly and Jeſting laid aſide, 
That Ye thus hoſpitably live, 
And Strangers with good Chear receive, 
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And makes ev'n Gods themſelves your Debtors. 
To give this Theſis plainer Proof, 
You have to Night beneath your Roof 
A Pair of Gods ;----nay, never wonder; 
r Youth can Fly, and Ican Thunder. 
m Jupiter, and he Mercu rius, 

* Page, my Son indeed, but ſpurious. 
Form then three Wiſhes, You and Madam, 
And ſure as You already had 'em, 
The Things deſir'd, in half an Hour 
Shall all be here, and in your Pow'r. 

Thank Ye, great Gods, the Woman ſays; 
Oh! may your Altars ever blaze. 
A Ladle for our Silver Diſh 
Is what I want, is what I wiſh.----- 
A Ladle ! cries the Man, a Ladle! 
*Odzooks, Coriſca, you have pray'd ill; 
What ſhould be Great you turn to Farce, 
I wiſh the Ladle in your A. 

With equal Grief and Shame, my Muſe 


The Sequel of the Tale purſues: 


The Ladle fell into the Room, 

And ſtuck in old Coriſca's Bum : 

Our Couple weep two Wiſhes paſt, 

And kindly join to form the laſt ; 

To eaſe the Woman's awkward Pain, 

And get the Ladle out again. 
5 MORAL, 


a. 
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1. 


HIS Commoner has Worth and Parts; 
Is prais'd for Arms, or lov'd for Arts; 


Illis Head achs for 4 Coronet; . I 
And who is Bleſid that is not Great? 
Some Senſe, and more Eftate, kind Heav'n a 


To this well-lotted Peer has giv' n: ( 
What then? He muſt have Rule and Sway; ; 
And all is wreng, till He's in Play. | ; 

The Miſer muſt make up bis Plumb; 
And dares net touch the hoarded Sum. 8 
The ſickly Dotard wants a Wiſe, 

Te draw off his laſt Dregs of Life. 

Againſt our Peace we arm our Will; 
Amidſt our Plenty Something fti!l 

For Horſes, Houſes, Piftures, Planting, 
To Thee, to Me, to Him is wanting. 

That cru:l Something wnpoſſeſs'4 
Corrodes and levens all the reſt. | 

Tat Something, if we could obtain, 

"Would ſoon create a future Pain: 

Ard to the Coffin, from the Cradle, 
*Tis all a Wiſh, and all a Ladle. 
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EAR Thmas, didſt thou never pop 
Thy Head into a Tinman's Shop? 

There, Thomas, didit thou never ſee 
('Tis but by way of Simile) 
A Squirrel ſpend his little Rage, 
In jumping round a rowling Cage ? 
The Cage, as either ſide turn'd up, 
Striking a Ring of Bells a-top-? 

Mov'd in the Orb, pleas'd with the Chimes, 
The fooliſh Creature thinks he climbs ; 
But here or there, turn Wood or Wire, 
He never gets two Inches higher. 4 

So fares it with thoſe merry Blades, 2 
That frisk it under Piu dus Shades; | by 
In noble Songs, and lofty Qdes, 
They tread on Stars, and talk with Gods: 
Still Dancing in an airy Round, 
Still pleas'd with their own Verſes Sound; 
Brought back, how faſt ſo e' er they go ; 
Always aſpiring, always low, 
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I. 
Hate'er thy Countrymen have done, 
By Law and Wit, by Sword and Gun, 
In Thee is faithfully recited : 
And all the Living World, that view 
Thy Work, give Thee the Praiſes due: 
At once Inſtructed and Delighted. 
II. 
ret for the Fame of all theſe Deeds, 
What Beggar in the Invalides, 
With Lameneſs broke, with Blindneſs ſmitten, 
Wiſh'd ever decently to die, 
To have been either Mexzeray, 
Or any Monarch He has written? 
| 111. 
It ſtrange, dear Author, yet it true is, 
That down from Pharamend to Lows 
All covet Life, yet call it Pain; 
All feel the Ill, yet ſhun the Cure: 
Can Senſe this Paradox endure ? 


Reſolve me, Cambray, or Fontaine, 
; IV. The 
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125 IV. 
The Man in graver Tragic known, 
Tho' his beft Part long ſince was done, 
Still on the Stage deſires to tarry: 
And He who play'd the Harlequin, 


After the Jeſt till loads the Scene, 
Unwilling to retire, tho' Weary. 


CARMEN SECULARE, 
For the Year 1700. 


To the K IN G. 


Aſpice, venturo latentur ut Omnia Sat lo: 

O mihi tam longe maneat pars ultima vita 

Spiritus, & quantum ſat erit tua dicere fats! 
Virg. Eclog. 4+ 


oy HY elder Look, Great Janus, caſt 
Into the long Records of Ages paſt; 

' Review the Years in faiteſt Action dreſt, 
With noted White Superior to the reſt; 
ra's deriv d, and Chronicles begun 
From Empires founded, and from Battels won: 
Show all the Spoils by valiant Kings atchiev'd; 
And groaning Nations by their Arms reliev'd; 
The Wounds of Patriots in their Country's Cauſe, 
And happy Pow'r ſuftain'd by wholeſom Laws; 
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In comely Rank call ev'ry Merit forth; 
Imprint on ev'ry Act its Standard Worth: 
The glorious Parallels then downward bring 
To Modern Wonders, and to Britain's King: 
With equal Juſtice and Hiſtoric Care 
Their Laws, their Toils, their Arms with His compare; 
Confeſs the various Attributes of Fame 
Collected and compleat in Milliam's Name; 
To all the liſt' ning World relate, 
As thou doſt his Story read; 
That nothing went be fore ſo Great; 
And nothing Greater cau ſucceed. 


Thy Native Latium was thy darling Care, 
Prudent in Peace, and terrible ia War : 
The boldeſt Virtues that have govern'd Earth, 
From Latium's fruitful Womb derive their Birth. 
Then turn to Her fair- written Page; 
From dawaing Childhood to eſtabliſn'd Age, 
The Glories of her Empire trace: 
Confront the Heroes of thy Roman Race; 
And let the juſteſt Palm the Victor's Temples grace. 


The Son of Mars reduc'd the trembling Swains; 
And ſpread his Empire o'er the diſtant Plains: 
But yet the Sabins violated Charms 
Obſcur'd the Glory of kis riſing Arms. 


Numa 


pate; 
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Numa the Rights of ſtrict Religion knew; 
On ev'ry Altar laid the Incenſe due: 
Unskill'd to dart the pointed Spear, 
or lead the forward Youth to Noble War. 
Stern Brutus was with too mach Horror good, 
Holding his Faſces ſtain'd with Filial Blood. 
Fabius was Wiſe, but with exceſs of Care; 
He ſav'd his Country; but prolong'd the War. 
While Decius, Paulus, Curius, greatly Fought ; 
And by their ſtrict Examples taught, | 
How wild Defires ſhould be controll'd; 
And how much brighter Virtue was, than Gold. 
They ſcarce their ſwelling Thirſt of Fame could hide: 
And boaſted Poverty with too much Pride. 
Exceſs in Youth made Scipio leſs Rever'd: 
And Ca:o dying ſeem'd to own, he Fear'd. 
Julius with Honour tam'd Rome's foreign Foes; 
But Patriots fell, e er the Dictator roſe, 
And while with Clemency Auguſtus reign'd. 
The Monarch was ador'd; the City chain'd: 


With equal Honour be their Merits dreſt; 

But be their Failings too confeſt: 

Their Virtue, like their Tyber's Flood 
Rolling, its Courſe defign'd the Country's Good: 
But oft the Torrent's too impetuous Speed 
From the low Earth tore ſome polluting Weed: 
so with the Plood of Jove there always ran 
Some viler Part, ſome Tincture of the Man. 

6 T4 Few: 
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Few Vertues after theſe ſo far prevail; 
But that their Vices more than turn the Scale : 
_ Yalour grown wild by Pride, and Pow'r by Rage, 
Did the true Charms of Majeſty impair ; 
Rome by degrees advancing more in Age, 
Show'd ſad Remains of what had once been fair: 
Till Heay'n a better Race of Men ſupplies; 
And Glory ſhoots new Beams from Weſtern Skies: 


ene 


Turn then to Pharamend and charlemain, 
And the long Heroes of the Gallic Strain; 
Experienc'd Chiefs, for hardy Proweſs known, 
And bloody Wreaths in vent'rous Battels won. 
From the Firſt Hilliam, our great Norman King, 
The bold Plant agenets and Teudors bring; 
Illuſtrious Virtues, who by turns have roſe, 
In foreign Fields to check Britannia's Foes: 
With happy Laws her Empire to ſuſtain; 
And with full Power aſſert her ambient Main- 
But ſometimes too Induftrious to be Great, 
Nor Patient to expect the Turns of Fate; 

They open'd Camps deform'd by Civil Fight; 
And made proud Conqueſt trample over Right : 
Diſparted Britain mourn'd their doubtful Sway; 
And dreaded Both, when Neither would obey. 


From Didier, and Imperial Adolph, trace 
The Glogious Offspring of the Naſſam Race, 
| Devoted | 


2 


es. 
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Devoted Lives to Publick Liberty; | 
The Chief ſtill dying, or the Country free. 


Then ſee the Kindred Blood of Orange flow, 


From warlike Cornet, thro' the Loins of Beau; 
Thro' Chalon next; and there with Naſſæm join, 
From Rhone's fair Banks tranſplanted to the Rhine. 
Bring next the Royal Liſt of Si#arts forth, 
Undaunted Minds, that rul'd the rugged North; 
Till Heav'n's Decrees by rip'ning Times are 

(ſhown; 
Till Scotland's Kings aſcend the Engliſh Throne; 
And the fair Rivals live for ever One. 


Janus, mighty Deity, 
Be kind; and as thy ſearching Eye 
Does our Modern Story trace, 
Finding ſome of Stuart's Race 
Unhappy, paſs their Annals by; 


No harſh Reflection let Remembrance raiſe; 


Forbear to mention, what thou canſt not praiſe; 
But, as Thou dwell'ſt upon that Heav'nly * Name, 
To Grief for ever Sacred, as to Fame; 

Oh! read it to thy ſelf; in Silence weep; 

And thy convulſive Sorrows inward keep; 

Leſt Britain's Grief ſhould waken at the Sound; 
And Blood guſh freſh from hex Eternal Wound. 


* Mar ia. 


Whither 


* 
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W hither would'ſt thou further look? 
Read William's Acts, and clofe the ample Book: 
Peruſe the Wonders of his dawning Life; 

How, like Alcides, he began; 
With Infant Patience calm'd Seditious Strife; 
And quell'd theSnakes which round his Cradle ran, 


Deſeribe his Youth, attentive to Alarms, 
By Dangers form'd, and perfected in Arms; 
When Conqu' ring mild, when Conquer'd not dil- 
| [grac'd; 

By Wrongs not leſſen'd, nor by Triumphs rais'd: 

Superior to the blind Events 

Of little Human Accidents; 

And conſtant to his firſt Decree, 
To curb the Proud, to ſet the Injur'd free; 
To bow the haughty Neck, and raiſe the ſup- 


pliant Knee, 


His opening Years to riper Manhood bring; 

And ſee the Hero perfect in the King; 
Imperious Arms by Manly Reaſon ſway'd, 
And Power Supreme by free Conſent obey'd: 
With how much Haſte his Mercy meets his Foes, 
And how unbounded his Forgiveneſs flows; 
With what Deſire he makes his Subjects bleſs'd, 
His Favours granted cer his Throne addreſs'd; 


What 
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What Trophies o'er our captiv'd Hearts he rears, 
By Arts of Peace more potent than by Wars; 
How o'er himſelf, as o'er the World, he Reigns, 


His Morals ſtrength'ning, what his Law ordains. 


Thro* all his Thread of Life already ſpun, 
- Becoming Grace and proper Action run; 


The Piece by Vertue's equal Hand is wrought, 
Mix'd with no Crime, and ſhuded wich no Fault; 
No Footſteps of the Victor's Rage 
Left in the Camp, where William did engage ; 
No Tin&ure of the Monarch's P.ide 
Upon the Royal Purple ſpy'd: 
Eis Fame, like Gold, the more *tis try'd, 
The more fhall its intrinſic Worth proclaim; 
Shall paſs the Combat of the ſearching Flame, 
And triumph o'er the vanquiſh'd Heat; 
For evet coming out the ſame, 
And loſing nor its Luſtre, nor its Weight. 


Jauus be to William juſt; 

To faithful Hiſtory his Actions truſt: 
Command her, with peculiar Care 

To trace each Toil, and comment ev'ry War: 
His ſaving Wonders bid her write, 
In Characters diſtinctly bright; 
That each revolving Age may read 

The Patriot's Piety, the Hero's Deed: 


And 
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And till the Sire inculcate to his Son, 

Tranſmiſſive Leſſons of the King's Renown, 
That William's Glory ſtill may live, 
When all that preſent Art can give, 

The Pillar'd Matble, and the Tablet Braſs, 

Mould'ring, drop the Viaor's Praiſe : 

When the great Monuments of his Pow'r 
Shall now be viſible no more : 


When Sambre ſhall have chang'd her winding Flood; 


And Children ask, where Namur ſtood. 


Namur, proud City, how her Tow'rs were arm'd! 
How ſhe contemn'd th*approaching Foe ! 
»Till ke by William's Trumpets was alarm'd; 
And ſhook, and ſunk, and fell beneath his Blow. 
Jeve and Pallas, mighty Pow'rs, 
Guided the Hero to the hoſtile Tow'rs, 
Perſeus ſeem'd leſs ſwift in War, 
When wing'd with Speed, he flew thro? Air. 
Embattel'd Nations ſtrive in vain, 
The Hero's Glory to reſtrain: 
Streams arm'd with Rocks, and Mountains red with 
In vain againſt his Force conſpire : [Fire, 
Behold Him from the dreadful Height appear; 
And lo, Britannia's Lions waving there! 


Europe freed, and France repell'd, 
The Hero from the Height beheld; 
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He ſpake the Word, that War and Rage ſhould ceaſe; 
He bid the Maeſe and Rhine in Safety flow; 

And dictated a laſting Peace 

To the rejoicing World below. 
To reſcu'd States, and vindicated Crowns, 
His Equal Hand preſcrib'd their ancient Bounds z 
Ordain'd whom ewv'ry Province ſhould obey; 
How far each Monarch ſhould extend his ſway : 
Taught em how Clemency made Pow'r rever'd, 
And that the Prince belov'd was truly fear'd ; 
Firm by his Side unſpotted Honour ſtood, 
Pleas'd to confeſs Him, not ſo Great as Good: 
His Head with brighter Beams fair Vertue deckt, 
Than thoſe which all his num*rous Crowns reflect; 
's Eſtabliſh'd Freedom clap'd her joyful Wings; 

Proclaim'd the Firſt of Men, and Beſt of Kings, 


od; 


Whither would the Muſe aſpire 
With Pindar's Rage without his Fire? 
Pardon me, Janus, *twas a Fault, 
Created by too great a Thought : 
th Mindleſs of the God and Day, 
= 1 from thy Altars, Janus, ſtray ; 
From thee, and from my ſelf, born far away. 
The fiery Pegaſus diſdains, 
To mind the Rider's Voice, or hear the Reins; 
When glorious Fields and opening Camps he views, 
He runs with an unbounded Looſe; 
, Hardly 
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Hardly the Muſe can fit the headſtrong Horſe; 
Nor would ſhe, if ſhe could, check his impetuousForc, 


With the glad Noiſe the Cliffs and Vallies ting, 
While the, thro' Earth and Air, purſues the King. 


She now beholds him on the Belgic Shore; 

W hilf! Britain's Tears his ready Help implore, 

Diſſembling for her ſake his riſing Cares, 

And with wiſe Silence pond'ring vengeful Wars. 
She thro' the raging Ocean now f 

Views him advancing his auſpicious Prow ; 

Combating adverſe Winds, and W inter Seas; 

Sighing the Moments, that defer our Eaſe; 

Dating to wield the Scepter's dang'rous Weight ; 

And taking the Command, to ſave the State: 

Tho' &er the doubtful Gift can be ſecur'd, 

New Wars mult be ſuſtain'd, new Wounds endur'd, 


Thro' rough lerze's Camp ſhe ſounds Alarms, 

And Kingdoms yet to be redeem'd by Arms; 

In the dank Marſhes finds her glorious Theme; 
And plunges after him thro” Bojn's fierce Stream. 
She bids the Nereids run with trembling Haſte, 
To tell old Ocean how the Hero paſt ; 

The God rebukes their Fear, and owns the Praiſe 
Worthy that Arm, whoſe Empire He obeys, 


Back 


SSFßßfõßö0 = mW M6 


IS, 


2 


| The humbleſt Victor, and the kindeſt King. 


Retard their Armies, and ſuſpend their Rage; 
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Back to his Albion ſhe delights to bring 


Albion, with open Triumph, would receive 

Her Hero, nor obtains his Leave: 
Firm he rejects the Altars, ſhe would raiſe ; 
And thanks the Zeal, while he declines the Praiſe. 
Again ſhe follows him thro' Belgia's Land, 
And Countries often ſav'd by William's Hand: 
Hears joyful Nations bleſs thoſe happy Toils, 
Which freed the People, but recurn'd the Spoils. 
In various Views ſhe tries her conſtant Theme; 


Finds him, in Councils, and in Arms, the ſame; 


When certain to o'ercome, inclin'd to ſave ; 
Tardy to Vengeance; and with Mercy brave. 


Sudden, another Scene employs her Sight ; 
She ſets her Hero in another Light : 

Paints his great Mind Superior to Succeſs; 
Declining Conqueſt, to eſtabliſh Peace: 

She brings Aſtrea down to Earth again; 
And Quiet, brooding o'er his future Reign. 


Then with unweary'd Wing the Goddeſs ſoars 
Eaſtward, to Danube and Proponiis Shoars 3 
Where jarring Empires, ready to engage, 


Till 
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"Till V71liam*'s Word, like that of Fate, declares, 
If they ſhall ſtudy Peace, or lengthen Wars. 

How ſacred his Renown for equal Laws, 

To whom the World defers its Common Cauſe! 
How fair his Friendſhips, and his Leagues how juſt, 
Whomey'ry Nation courts, whom all Religions truſt! 


From the Meo!ts, to the Northern Sea, 

The Goddeſs wings her deſp'rate Way; 
Sees the young Moſcovite, the mighty Head, 
Whoſe Sov'reigu Terror forty Nations dread, 
Inamour'd with a greater Monarch's Praiſe; 
And paſting half the Earth, to his Embrace: 
She in his Rule beholds his Volga's Force, 
O'er Precipices, with impetuous Sway | 
Breaking, and as he rowls his violent Courfe, 


Drowning, or bearing down, whatever meets his way, 


But her own King ſhe likens to his Thames, 

With gentle Courſe devolving fruitful Streams: 
Serene yet Strong, Majeſtic yet Scdate; 

Swift, without Violence; without Terror, Great. 
Each ardent Nymph the riſing Current craves; 
Each Shepberd's Prayer retards the parting Waves; 
The Vales along the Bank their Sweets diſcloſe; 


Freſh Flowers for ever riſe, and fruitful Harveſt grows: 


Yet whither would the advent'rous Goddeſs go? 


Sees ſhe not Clouds, and Earth, and Main below? 
Minds 


% 
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Minds the the Dangers of the Lycian Coaſt, 
And Fields, where mad Belerophon was loſt ? 
Or is her tow'ring Flight reclaim'd 
By Seas, from Icaruss Downfal nam'd? 
Vain is the Call, and uſeleſs the Advice : 
To wiſe perſuaſion Deaf, and human cries, 
Yet upward ſhe inceſſant flies; 
Reſoly'd to reach the high Empyrean Sphere; 
And tell Great Fove, the ſings his Image here: 
To ask fer Milliam an Olympic Crown, | 
To chromius Strength, and Theron's Speed unknown; 
Till, loſt in trackleſs Fields of ſhining Day, 
Unable to diſcern the Way, | 
Which Naſſaw's Virtue only could explore, 
Untouch'd, unknown, to any Muſe before; 
She, from the noble Precipices thrown, 
Comes ruſhing with uncommon Ruin down. 
Glorious Attempt ! Unhappy Fate! | 
The Song too dating, and the Theme too great! 
Yet rather thus ſhe wills to die, 
Than in continu'd Annals live, to ſing 
A ſecond Hero, or a vulgar King; 
And with ignoble Safety fly, 
In ſight of Earth, along a middle Sky. 


lares, 


uſe! 
* juſt, 


s truſt, 


yay, 


» 
0 


To Janus Altars, and the numerous Throng, 
That round his bolted Temples preſs, 
For Milliam's Life, and Albion's Peace; 
Ambitious Muſe, reduce the roving Song. 
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Janus, caſt thy forward Eye Teac! 
Future, into great Rhea's pregnant womb ; Soft 

Where young Ideas brooding lye, Lead 
And tender Images of Things to come: Fron 

Till by thy high Commands releas'd, 
Till by thy Hand in proper Atoms dreſs'd, Secu 
In decent Order they advance to Light: | | 
Yet then too ſwiftly fleet by human Sight; Fro 
And meditate too ſoon their everlaſting Flight. Fo! 


Nor Beaks of Ships in Naval Triumph born, 
Nor Standards from the hoſtile Rampart torn, 
Nor Trophies brought from Battels won, 
Nor Oaken Wreat h, nor Mural Crown 
Can any future Honours give 
To the ViRorious Monarch's Name: 
The Plenitude of WVilli.m's Fame 
Can no accumulated Stores receive. 
Shut then, auſpicious God, thy Myſtic Gate; 
And make us Happy, as our King is Great. 
Be kind, and with a milder Hand, 
Cloiing the Volume of the finiſh'd Age, 
(Tho? Noble, *twas an Iron Page) 
A more delighi ful Leaf expand, 
Free from Alarms, and fierce Bellona's Rage. 
Bid the great Months begin their joyful Round, 
By Flora ſome, and ſome by Ceres crown'd ; 


Teach 


ch 


To Age now yielding, or devour'd by Flame, 


| Auguſt and open, as the Hero's Mind, 
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Teach the glad Hours to fcatter, as they fly, | 
Soft Quiet, gentle Love, and endleſs Joy; | 4 
Lead forth the Years for Peace and Plenty fam d. 

From Satern's Rule, and better Metal nam' d. 


Secure by William's Care let Britain ſtand; 

Nor dread the bold Invader's Hand : 
From adverſe Shores in Safety let her hear 
Forcign Calamity, and diſtant War; 
Of which let Her, great Heav'n, no Portion bear, 
Fetwixt the Nations let her hold the Scale; 
And, as the wills, let either Part prevail : 
Let her glad Vallies ſmile with wavy Corn; 
Let fleecy Flocks her riſing Hills adorn; 
Around her Coaſt let ſtrong Defence be ſpread; 
Let fair Abundance on her Breaſt be ſhed; 
And let Eternal Sweets bloom round the God- 

[deſs Head, 

Where the white Towers and ancient Roofs did ſland, 
Remains of Wolſey's or great Henr,'s Hand; 


Let a young Phenix raiſe her tow'ring Head; 
Her Wings with lengthen'd Honour let her ſpread; 
And by her Greatneſs ſhow her Builder's Fame, 


Be her capacious Courts deſfign'd ; 
Let every Sacred Pillar bear 
Trophies of Arms, and Monuments of War, 
: The 
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The King ſhall there in Parian Matble breath, 
His Shoulder bleeding freſh; and at his Feet 
Diſarm'd ſhall lye the threat' ning Death; 
(For ſo was ſaving Fove's Decree compleat : ) 
Behind, that Angel ſhall be plac'd, whoſe Shie!d 
Say'd Europe, in the Blow repell'd: 
On the firm Baſis, from his Oozy Bed 
Bo3n ſhall raiſe his Laurell'd Head; 
And his Immortal Stream be known, 
Artfully waving thro? the wounded Stone. 


And thou, Imperial Windſor, ſtand inlarg'd, 
_ With allthe Monarch's Trophies charg'd: 
Thou, the fair Heav'n, that doſt the Stars incloſe, 
Which William's Boſom wears, or Hand beſtows 
On the great Champions, that ſupport his Throne 
And Vertues neareſt to his own. 


Round Ormond's Knee thou ty'ſt the myſtic String, 
That makes the Knight Companion to the King. 
From glorious Camps return'd, and foreign Fields, 
Bowing before thy fainted Warrior's Shrine, 
Faſt by his great Forefathers Coats, and Shield 
Blazon'd from Bokun's, or from Butler's Line, 
He hangs his Arms; nor fears thoſe Arms ſhould 


With an unequal Ray; or that his Deed bin 


With paler Glory ſhould recede, 
„ Eclyps 
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Eclyps'd by theirs; or leſſen d by the Fame 
vn of his own Maternal Naſſam's Name. 


hou ſmiling ſee'ſt great Dorſet's Worth confeſt, 

he Ray diſtinguiſhing the Patriot's Breaſt; 

Born to protect, and Love; to help, and pleaſe ; 
Sov'raign of Wit, and Ornament of Peace. 

o! long as Breath informs this fleeting Frame, 
Neer let me paſs in Silence Dorſet's Name; 

Ne'er ceaſe to mention the continu'd Debt, 8 


Which the great Patron only would forget; 
And Duty, long as Life, muſt ſtudy to acquit. 


cloſe, ¶ Reno wn'd in thy Records ſhall Ca'nd:/b ſtand, 

OWS Aſſerting Legal Pow'r, and juſt Command: 

1006 To the great Houſe thy Fayour ſhall be ſhown, 
The Father's Star tranſmiſlive to the Son. 
From thee, the Talbot's and the Seymonr's Race 

ng, Inform'd, their Sire's immortal Steps ſhall trace: 

J Happy may their Sons receive 

ls, The bright Reward, which thou alone canſt give. 


d And, if a God theſe lucky Numbers guide, 
If ſure Apollo o'er the Verſe preſide, 
Jerſey, belov'd by all: For all muſt feel 
The Influence of a Form and Mind, 
Where comely Grace and conſtant Virtue dwell, 
Like mingl'd Streams, more forcible, when join'd: 


Ferſey 
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Ferſey ſhall at thy Alt ars ſtand; 


Shall there receive the Azure Band; : 
That faireſt Mark of Favour and of Fame, 4 


TOE to the Villiers Name. < 


Science to raiſe, and Knowledge to enlarge, 
Be our great Maſter's future Charge; 


To write his own Memoirs, and leave his Heirs 

| High Schemes of Government, and Plans of Wars; 
By fair Rewards our Noble Youth to raiſe 

To emulous Merit, and to thirſt of Praiſe; 

To lead them out from Eaſe &er opening Dawn, 
Through the thick Foreſt and the diſtant Lawn, 
Where the fleet Stag employs their ardent Care; 
And Chaſes give them Images of War. 

To teach them Vigilance by falſe Alarms; 

Inure them in feign'd Camps to real Arms; 
practiſe them, now to cutb the turning Steed, 
Mocking the Foe; now to his rapid Speed 

To give the Rein; and in the full Career, 

To draw the certain Sword, or ſend the pointed Spear, 


The 

Let him unite his Subjects Hearts, 

Planting Societies for peaceful Arts; | 

<ome that in Nature ſhall true Knowledge found, 5 

And by Experiment make Precept ſound; 6 
Some that to Morals ſhall recall the Age, 

And purge from vitious Droſs the ſinking Stage; In 4 


Some 
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Some that with Care true Eloquence tall teach; 
And to juſt Ideoms fix our doubtful Speech - 
That diſtant Realms may from our Authors know, 

The Thanks we to our Menarch owe; 
And Schools. prefeſs our Tongue through ew Land, 
That have invok'd his * or bleſt his Hand. 


Let his high Power the drooping Mufes rear; 
The Muſes only can reward his Care: 
'Tis they that guard the Great Axridos bee; 
'Tis they that ſtill renew UVlyfes? Toils; 
To them by ſmiling Fove *twas given; to ſave 
Diſtingurſh'd Patriots from the Common Grave; 
To them, Great Williams Glory te recal, 
When Statues moulder, and when Arches fall. 
Nor let the Muſes, with ungrateſul Pride, 
The Sources of their Treaſure hide; 
The Heroes Vertue does the String inſpire, 
When with big Joy they firike the living Lyn: 
On Wiil;aws's Fame theis Pate depends; 
The Song with him begins, wich him it ends: 
From t he bright Efuence of his Deed, 
They borrow that reflected Light, 
With which the lafting Lamp they feed, 
Whofe Beams difpel the Damps of envious Night» 


1s: 


eat. 


þ 


Through various Climes, and to each diſtant Pole; 


i In happy Tides let active Commerce rowl; 
1 | G 


Let 
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| Let Britain's Ships export an Annual Fleece, 
Richet than Argos brought to ancient Greece; 
| - Returning loaden with the ſhining Stores, 
| Which lye profuſe on either India's Shores, 
As dur high Veſſels paſs their watry Way, 
Let all the Naval World due Homage pay; 
with haſty Reverence their Top-Honours lower, 
Confeſſing the aſſerted Power, 
To whom by Fate twas given with happy Sway, 
To, calm the Earth, and vindicate the Sea. 


, | 4 
Our Prayers are heard, our Maſter's Fleets ſhall go 
As far as Winds can bear, or Waters flow ; | \ 
New Lands to make, new Indies to explore, ö 
In Worlds unknown to plant Britannia s Power; 1 
Nations yet wild by Precept to reclaim ' 
And teach em Arms, and Arts, in V1l;am's Name. T 

| 7 | ( 
With humble Joy, and with reſpectful Fear, Fi 


ThelifPning People ſhall his Story hear; 
The Wounds he bore, the Dangers he ſuſtain'd; T. 


How far he conquer d, and how well he reign'd $ Th 
Shall on his Mercy equal to his Fame; ) Th 
And form their Childrens Accents to his Name; 'Ti 
Enquiring how, and when, from Heav'n he came. But 
Their Regal Tyrants ſhall, with Bluſhes, hide The 

| Rul 


Their little Luſts of Arbitrary Pride; | 
Nor bear to ſee their Vaſlals ty'd: Not 


r, 


ay, 


r; 


me, 


When 


In Valour that preſery'd, and Power that bleſt. 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 123 


When William's Vertues raiſe theicopening Thought, 
His forty Years for Public Freedom fought, 
Europe by his Hand ſuſtain'd, 
His Conqueſt by his Piety reſtrain'd, 
And o'er himſelf the laſt great Triumph gain'd, 


- 


No longer ſhall their wretched Zeal a 

Ideas of deſttuctive Power, 
Spirits that hurt, and Godheads that devour: 
New Incenſe they ſhall bring, new Altars raiſe; 
And fill their Temples with a Stranger's Praile; 
When the Great Father's Character they find 
Vitibly ſtampt upon the Hero's Mind; 
And own a preſent Deity confeſt, 


Through the large Convex of the Azure Sky 
(For thither Nature caſts our common Eye) 
Fie:ce Meteors ſhoot their arbitrary Light; 
And Comets march with lawleſs Horror bright; 
Theſe hear no Rule, no righteous Order own ; 
Their Influence dreaded, as their Ways unknown; 
Thro' threaten'd Lands they wild Deſtruction throw; 
'Tili ardeat Prayer aveits the Public Woe: 
But the bright Orb that bleſſes all above, 
The ſacred Fire, the real Son of Jove, 
Rules not his Actions by Capricious Will; 
Nor by ungovern'd Power declines to 111; 

G 2 Fix'd 
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Fix'd by juſt Laws He goes for ever right: 
Man knows his Courſe, and thence adores his Light, 


O Janus! would intreated Fate conſpire, 
To grant what Britain's Wiſhes could require; 
Above, that Sun ſhould ceaſe his Way to go, 
Fer William ceafe to rule, and bleſs below: | 
But a relentleſs Deftiny i 
Urges all that e' er was born: 
Snateh d from her Arms, Britannia once muſt moum 
The Demi-God: The Earthly Half muſt die. 
Vet if our Incenſe can your Wrath remove; Net 
If human Prayers avail on Minds above; 
Exert, great God, thy Int'reft in the Sky; 
Gain each kind Pow's, each Guardian Deity; wit 
That, conquer'd by the publick Vow, 
They bear the diſmal Miſchief long away; 
o, far as urmoſt Nature may allow, 
LCL.et them rerard the threaten'd Day: J 
Still be our Maſter's Life thy happy Care; 
Still let his Blefings with his Tears increaſe: 
To his laborious Youth conſum' d in Was, 
Add laſting Age,adorn' and crown'd with feace: 
Let twiſted Olive bind thoſe Laurels faſt, | 
| Whoſe Verduse muſt fos ever laſt. 


ie e 
Long let this growing Ara blefs his Sway; ho 


And let our Sons his preſent Rule obey: 
. | 01 


ht, 
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on his ſure Vertue long let Earth rely; 
And late let the Imperial Eagle fly, 
To bear the Hero thro? his Father's sky; 
o Le 's Twins; or He whole glorious Speed 
on Foot prevail'd; or He who tam'd the Steed: 
To Hercules, at length abſoly'd by Fate 
From Earthly Toil, and above Envy great: 
To Virgil's Theme bright Ctherea's on, 
Site of the Latian, and the Brit; Taroae 2 

To all the radiant Names above, 

Rever'd by Men, and dear to Jove. 

Late, Janas, let the Nefſaw-Star, 
New born, in riſing Majeſt, appear; 

To triumph over vanquiih'd Night; 

And guide the proſp'rous Mariuer, 
With everlaſting Beams of fiieuaiy Light. 


— * a —_ _—_ dt. tral... Aft. td. tte 


THE FIAST 
H y MN. of Callimachns. 
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HIL E we to Fove ſelect the holy Victim, 
Whom apter ſhall we ſing than Fore himſelf, 
he God for ever great, for ever King? 
ho flew the Eatth-born Race, and meaſures tigt c 


G 3 To 
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To Heav'ns great Habitants; Dictæan hear ſt thou 
More joyful, or Lycean, long Diſpute 

And various Thought has trac'd: on 14's Mount 
Or Dicte, ſtudious of his Country's Praiſe, 

The Cyeran boaſts thy Natal Place; but oft 

He meets Reproof, deſerv'd; for he preſumptuous 
Has built a Tomb for Thee, who never know'ſt 
To die; but liv'ſtthe ſame to Day and ever. 
Arcadicn therefore be thy Birth; great Rhea 
Pregnant to high Parrhaſia's Cliffs retir'd, 

And wild Lyceas, black with ſhading Pines: 

Holy Retreat : Sithence no Female hither, 
Conſcious of Social Love and Nature's Rites, 
Muſt dare approach, from the inferior Reptile 
To Woman, Form Divine : There the bleſt Parent 
Ungirt her ſpacious Boſem, and diſcharg'd 

The pond” rous Birth; ſhe ſought a neighb'ring Spring: 
To waſh the recent Babe; in vain Arcadia, 
However ſtreamy now, aduſt and dry 

| Deny'd the Goddeſs Water; where deep Aſelas, 
And rocky Cratis flow, the Chariot ſmoak'd, 
Obſcure with riſing Duſt; the thirſty Trav'ler 

In vain requir'd the Current, then impriſon'd 

1a ſubterranean Caverns ; Foreſts grew 

Upon the barien Hollows, high o'erſhading 

The Haunts of Savage Beaſts, where now Jaon, 
And Erimanth incline their friendly Urns, 


— — 
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Thou too, O Earch, great Nea ſaid, bring forth 
And ſhort ſhall be thy Pangs: She ſaid, and high 
che rear'd her Arm, and with her Scepter ſtruck 
The yawning Cliff; from its diſparted Height 
adown the Mount the guſhing Torrent ran, 

And chear'd the Vallies : There the hear*nly Mother 

Bath'd, mighty King, thy tender Limbs; ſhe wrapt 
them 28 | 

In Purple Bands; ſhe gave the precious Pledge 

To prudent Veda, charging her to guard thee 

Careful and ſecret : Neda of the Nymphs 

That tended the great Birth, next P/ilyre 

And Sryx, the eldeſt: ſmiling ſhe receiv'd thee, 

And conſcious of the Grace abſo!y'd her Truſt; 

Not unrewarded ; ſince the River bore 

The Fay'rite Virgin's Name; fair Neda'rowls 

By Leprion's ancient Walls, a fruitful Stream: 

Faſt by her flow ry Bank the Sons of Arca, 

Far'rites of Heay'n, with happy Care protect 

Their fleecy Charge; and joyous drink her Ware. 

Thee, God, to cneſſus Neda brought; the Nymphs 
And Corybantes Thee their ſacred Charge 
Receiv'd: Adraſte rock'd thy golden Cradle: 

The Goat, now bright amidſt her fellow Stars, 
Kind Amalthea reach'd her Tett, diſtent 
With Milk, thy early Food; the ſedulous Bee 
Diſtil d her Honey on thy purple Lips. 

Around, the fierce curetes, Order ſolemn 
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To thy foreknowing Mother, trod tumultuous 
Their Myſtic Dance, and clang'd their ſounding 
Induftrious with the Wäarlike Din to quell LArms; 
Thy Infant Cries ; and mock the Ear of Saturn. 

SwiftGrowth and wondrous Grace, O heay*nly Jove, 
Waited thy blooming Years: Inventive Wit, 
And perfe& Judgment crown'd thy youthful AR, 
That Saturn's Sons receiv'd the threefold Empite 
Of Heav'n, of Ocean, and deep Hell beneath, 

As the dark Urn and Chance of Lot determin'd, 
Old Poets mention, fabling. Things of moment WI 


Well nigh equivalent and neighb' ring Value Or 
By Lot are parted: But high Heav'n, thy Share, Ma 
In equal Balance laid *gainit Sea or Hell | 


Flings up the adverſe Scale, and ſhuns Proportion. To 
Wherefore not Chance but Pow'r, above thy Brethren Pr 


Exalted thee, their King: When thy great Will Ho 
Commands thy Chariot forth, impetuous Strength His 
And fiery Swiftneſs wing the rapid Wheels, Gr: 
Inceſſant; high the Eagle flies before thee, 1 
And oh! as 1 and mine conſult thy Augur, Aft 
Grant the glad Omen; let thy Fay'rite riſe To 

- Propitious ; ever ſoaring from the Right, Ott 
Thou to the lefler Gods haſt well aflign'd Thi 
Their proper Shares of Pow'r, thy own, great Fove, Vit 
Boundleſs and univerſal : Thoſe who labour E 


The ſweaty Forge, who edge the crooked Scythe, Of 


Bend ſtubbotn Steel, and harden glerning Armour, Has 
1 Ac- 
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Acknowlege Vulcan's Aid: The early Hunter 

Bleſſes Diana's Hand, who leads him ſafe 

ver hanging Cliffs; who ſpreads his Net ſucceſsful 

And guides the Arrow through the Panther's Heart. 

The Soldier from ſucceſsful Camps returning, 

with Laurel wzeath'd, and rich with hoſtile Spoil, 

Severs the Bull to Mar,: The skilful Bard, 

striking the Thracian Harp, invokes Apollo, 

To make his Hero and himſelf Immortal. 

Thoſe, mighty Jove, mean time, thy glorious Care, 

Who model Nations; publiſh Laws; anounce 

Or Life, or Death; and found, or change the Empire : 

Man owns the Pow'r of Kings; and Kings of Fove. 
And as their Actions tend ſubordinate | 

To what thy Will deſigns, thou giv'ſt the Means 

Proportion'd to the Work; thou feeſt, impartial, 

How they thoſe Means imploy : Each Monarch rules 

His diffetent Realm, accountable to Thee, 

Great Ruler of the World : Thele only. have 

To ſpeak and be obey'd; to thoſe are givin 

Aſſiſtant Days to ripen the Deſign: 

To ſome whole Months; revolving Years to > ſome : : 

Others, ill fated, are condemn'd to toil 

Their tedious Life, and mourn their Purpoſe blaſted 

with fruitleſs Act, and Impotence of Council. 
Hail! greateſt Son of Saturn, wife Diſpoſer 

Of every Good, thy Praiſe what Man yet born 

Has lung? or who that may be born ſhail ling? 

* Again, 
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Again, and often hail! indulge our Prayer, 
Great Father; grant us Vertue, grant us Wealth: 
For without Vertue Wealth to Man avails not; 
And Vertue without Wealth exerts leſs Pow'r, 
And leſs diffuſes Good. Then grant us, Gracious, 
vertue, and Wealth; for both are of thy Gift. 


bn 


| SPOKEN AT 
 CoUuRT before the QUEEN. 
On Her Majeſty's Birth-Day, 1 70. 


Hine forth, ye Planets, with diſtinguiſh'd Light, 
As when ye hallow'd firſt this Happy Night: 

Again tranſmit your Friendly Beams co Earth; 
As when Britannia joy'd for Anna's Birth: 
And thou, propitious Star, whoſe ſacred Power 
Preſided o'er the Monarch's Natal Hour; 
Thy Radiant Voyages for ever run; 
Yielding to none but Cynthia, and the Sun: 
With thy fair Aſpect till illuſtrate Heav'n; 
Kindly preſerve what thou haſt greatly giv'n: 
Thy Influence for thy Anna we implore: 
Pro!ong one Life, and Britain asks no more. 
For Vertue can no ampler Power expreſs, | 
Than to be Great in War, and Good in Peace: 
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For Thought no higher Wiſh of Bliſs can frame, 
lh: Than to enjoy t hat Vertue ſtill the ſame. 
Entire and ſure the Monarch's Rule muſt prove, 
Who founds her Greatneſs on her Subjects Love; 
who does our Homage for our Good require; 
And Orders that which we ſhould firſt Deſire: 
Our vanquiſh'd Wills that pleaſing Force obey ; 
Her Goodneſs takes our Liberty away; 
E « And haughty Britain yields to Arbitrary Sway. 


Let the Young Auſtrian then her Terrors bear, 
Great as he is, her Delegate in War; 
Let him in Thunder ſpeak to both his Spains, * 
3 That in theſe Dreadful Iſles a Woman Reigns: 
Whilſt the Bright Queen does on her Subjects ſhow's 
the, The gentle Bleflings of her ſofter Pow'r; 
it: Gives ſacred Morals to a vicious Age; 
To Temples Zeal, and Manners to the Stage: 
Bids the chaſte Muſe without a Bluſh appear ; 
And Wit be that which Heay'n and She may hear. 
Minerva thus to Perſeus lent her Shield; 
Secure of Conqueſt ſent him to the Field: 
The Hero acted what the Queen ordain'd ; 
So was his Fame compleat, and Andromede unchain'd. 
Mean time, amidſt her Native Temples ſate 
The Goddeſs, ſtudious of Her Græcian's Fate. 
Taught 'em in Laws and Letters to excel; 
In Aging juſtly, and in Writing well, | 
ES | Thus 


Woes : 


Veitue was taught in Verſe, and. Aten: Glory roſe. 
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Thus whilſt She did her various Pow'r diſpoſe ; 
The World was freed from Tyrants, Wars, and 


— 


THE 


0 


s the Cameleon, who is known 

To have no Colours of his own; 
But borrows from his Neighbour's Hue 
His White, or Black; his Green, or Blue; 
And ſtruts as much in ready Light, 
Which Credit gives him upon Sight; 
As if the Rain-bow were in Tail 
Settl'd on him, and his Heirs Male: 
So the young Squire, when firſt he comes 
From Country School to Wills or Tom's; 
And equally (G---d knows) is fit 
To be a Stateſman, or a Wit; 
Without one Notion of his own, 
He ſaunters wildly up and down ; 
*Till ſome Acquaintance, good or bad, 
Takes notice of a ſtaring Lad; 
Admits him in amongſt the Gang: 


They jeſt, reply, diſpute, harangue ; 
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He acts and talks, as they befriend him; 

Smear'd with the Colours, which they lend him. 
Thus m&eefly as his Fortune chances, 

His Merit or his Vice advances. | | 
If haply he the Se& purſues, : 7 

That read and comment upon News z 

He takes up their myſterious Face; 

He drinks his Coffee without Lace: 

This Week his mimic Tongue runs o'er 

What they have ſaid the Week before; 

His Wiſdom ſecs all Eur pe right, 

And teaches Mar/b rough when to fight. 
Or if it be his Fate to meet 

With Folks who have more Wealth than Wit ; 

He loves cheap Port, and double Bub; 

And ſettles in the Hum Drum Club; 

Ke learns how Stocks will fall or 1ife; 

Holds Poverty the greateſt Vice; 

Thinks Wit the Bane of Converſation ; 

And ſays that Learning ſpoils a Nation. 
But if at firſt he minds his Hits; 

And drinks champaine among the Wits: 

Five deep he toaſts the tow'ring Laſſes; 

Repeats you Verſes writ on Glaſſes; 

Is in the Chair; preſcribes the Law; 

Aud lies with Thoſe he never ſaw. 5 
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St 


A Dutch Proverb. B 


IRE, Water, Woman, are Man's Ruin, 
Says wiſe Profeſſor Vander Brin. 

By Flames a Houſe I hir'd was loſt 

Laſt Year, and I muſt pay the Coſt. 

This Spring, the Rains o'erflow'd my Ground ; 1 

And my beſt Flanders Mate was drown'd. | 

A Slave I am to Clara's Eyes; 

The Gipſey knows her Pow'r, and flies. 

Fire, Water, Woman, are My Ruin; 

And great Thy Wiſdom, Vander Brin. I 


70 CLOE, Weeping. 
CEE, whilſt thou weep'ſt, fair Cloe, ſee | 0 
The World in Sympathy with Thee. 


The chearful Birds no longer ſing; da 

But drop the Head, and hang the Wing: 4 

The Clouds have bent their Boſom lower; . 

And ſhed their Sorrows in a Show'r: To 

The Brooks beyond their Limits flow ; . 

And louder Murmurs ſpeak their Woe: In 

b The Nymphs and Swains adopt Thy Cares; | | To 
1 They heave Thy Sighs, and weep Thy Tears: = 
Fantaſtick Nymph! that Grief ſhould move - 


The Heart obdurate againſt Love. 


Strange 
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Strange Tears! whoſe Pow'r can ſoften all, 
But that dear Breaſt on which they fall. 


. 


Inſcrib'd to the Memory of the 


Honde Col. George Villiers, 


Drowned in the River Piava, in 
the Country of Friuli. 


In Imitation of Horace, Ode 28. Lib. 1. 


4 
Te Maris & Terra numeroque carentis arena 


Menſorem cohibent, Archyta, &c. 


AY, deareſt Villiers, poor departed Friend, 
Since fleeting Life thus ſuddenly muſt end; 
kay, what did all thy Buſie Hopes avail, 
That anxious thou from Pole to Pole didft ſail; 
Fer on thy Chin the ſpringing Beard began 
To ſpread a doubtful Down, and promiſe Man? 
What profited thy Thoughts, and Toils, and Cares, 
In Vigour more confirm'd, and riper Years? 
To wake e*er Morning dawn to loud Alarms; | 
And march till cloſe of Night in heavy Arms? 
To ſcorn the Summer Suns and Winter Snows; 
And {earch thro? ev'ry Clime thy County's Foes? 
That 


vo 
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That thou might'ſt Fortune to thy fide ingage; An 
That gentle Peace might quell Bellona's Rage; Is 
And Anna's Bounty crown her Soldier's hoary Toi 
[Age? Wt 

In vain we think that free wilPd Man has pow'r, i 
To haſten or protratt the pointed Hour. | Fe 
Our Term of Life depends not on our Deed: Sor 
Before our Birth our Funeral was decreed. | Sic 
Nor aw'd by Foreſight, nor miſ- led by Chance, In 
Impetious Death directs the Ebon Lance; By 
Peoples great Henry's Tombs, and leads up Holben's Ea 
[Dance. Rb 

Alike muſt ev'ry State, and ev'ry Age W 
Suſtain the univerſal Tyrant's Rage: Al 
For neither Milliam's Pow'r, nor Mary's Charms An 
Could or repel, or pacifie his Arms. A 


Young Churchill fell as Life began to bloom; 
And Bradford's trembling Age expects the Tomb. In 


Wiſdom and Eloquence in vain would plead At 
One Moment's Reſpite for the learned Head, Sp 
Judges of Writings and of Men have dy'd; V; 
Mecenas, Sackville, Socrates, and Hyde. 
And in their various Turns the Sons muſt tread ch 
Thoſe gloomy Journeys, which their Sires have led. 1 

The ancient Sage, who did ſo long maintain, * 
That Bodies die, but Souls return again, ä In 
With all the Births and Deaths he had in ſtore, 


Went out Pythagoras, and came no mote. 


And 


VT, 


. 
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And modern Ai, whoſe capricious Thought 
1s yet with Stores of wilder Notion franght; 
Too ſoon convinc'd, ſhall yield that ifleeting Breath, 
Which play'd ſo idly with the Darts of Death. 
Some from the ſtranded Veſlel force theirwayz 
Fearful of Fate, they meet it in the Sea: 
Some who eſcape the Fury of the Wave, 
dicken on Earth, and ſink into a Grave. 
In Journeys, ot at home; in War, or Peace; 
By Hardſhips Many, Many fall by Eaſe. 
Each changing S eaſon does its Poiſon bring; 
Rheums chill the Winter; Agues blaſt the Spring: 
Wet, Dry, Cold, Hotz at the appointed Hour, 
All act ſubſervient to the Tyrant's Pow'r; 
and when obedient Nature knows His Will, 
A Fly, a Grape-ftone, or a Hair can kill, 
For reſtleſs Proſerpine for ever treads 
In Paths unſeen, oer our devoted Heads; 
And on the ſpacious Land and liquid Maia 
fpreads flow Diſeaſe, or darts afflitive Pain; 
variety of Deaths confirms her endleſs Reign. 
On curſt Piava s Banks the Goddeſs ſtood; 
Show'd her dire Warrant to the riſing Flood; 
When, whom I long muſt love, and long muſt mourn, 
With fatal Speed was urging his Return; 
In his dear Country to diſperſe his Care; 
and arm himſelf by Reft for furuce War: 


To 
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To chide his anxious Friends officious Fears ; 
And promiſe to their Joys his elder Years. 

Oh! deſtin'd Head, and oh! ſevere Decree; 
Nor native Country thou, nor Friend ſhalt ſee; 
Nor War haſt thou to wage, not Year to come: 
Impending Death is thine, and inſtant Doom. 

Hark ! the imperious Goddeſs is obey'd; 
Winds murmur, Snows deſcend, and Waters ſpread: LB 
Oh! Kinſman, Friend, -Oh! vain are all the Cries 
Of human Voice, ſtrong Deſtiny replies; 

Weep you on Earth; for he ſhall Sleep below: 
Thence none return; and thither all muſt go. 
hoe er thou art, whom Choice or Buſineſs leads 


To this ſad River, or the neighbouring Meads; 1 
k DN 
If thon may'ft happen on the dreary Shoars 
To find the Object which this Verſe deplores ; 
Cleanſe the pale Corps with a religious Hand, Y 
From the polluting Weed and common Sand 
Lay the dead Hero graceful in a Grave, | Mut 
The only Honour he can now receive; And 
And fragrant Mould upon his Body throw; Wh 
And plant the Warrior Laurel o'er his Brow: On 
Light lye the Earth; and flouriſh green the In v 
| [Bough. (80 
So may juſt Heav'n ſecure thy future Life bro 
From foreign Dangers, and domeſtic Strife: Wh 
And when th' Infernal Judges diſmal Power E 


From the dark Urn ſhall throw Thy deſtin'd Hour; JW Mu 
| aca 


Ky os 
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Vhen yielding to the Sentence, breathleſs Thou 

od pale ſhalt lye, as what thou burieſt now; 

May ſome kind Friend the piteous Object ſee; 

\nd cquil Rites perform to that which once was Thee. 


A 
ad: LETTER to Monſr. Boileau; 


es 
Occaſion'd by the 
Victory at Bleubeim, 1704. 
ads a = - Cupidum, Pater optime, vires 


Deficiunt: neque et; im Quivis horren'ia Pilis - 
Amina, nec Frafla pcreuntes cuſpide Gallos---= 


Ro Sat fo -Tro 3 * 


Ince hir'd for Life, thy Servile Muſe muſt ſing 
Succeſſive Conqueſts, and a glorious King; 
Muſt of a Man Immortal vainly boaſt; 
And bring him Lawrels, whatſoe'er they coſt : 
What Turn wilt thou employ, what Colours lay 
On the Event of that Superior Day, 
In which one Engli/þ Subject's proip'rous Hand, 
(50 Fove did will, ſo Anna did command ;) 
Broke the proud Column of thy Maſter's Praiſe, 
Which ſixty Winters had conſpir'd to raiſe? 
From the loſt Field a hundred Standards brought 
5 Mult be the Work of Chance, and Fortune's Fault. 
J : ; Bava=- 
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Bavaria's Stars muſt be accus'd, which hone 
That fatal Day the mighty Work was done, 
With Rays oblique upon the Galhe Sun. * 
Some Damon envying France miſ- led the Fight; 


| et 
And Mars miſtook, tho? Lois order'd right. # 
When thy * young Mule iavok'd the tuneful Nine, . 


To ſay how Louis did not pals the Rhine; 
What Work had we with Wageninghen, Arnheim, Ma 


Places that could not be reduc'd to Khime? 1 
And tho' the Poet made his laſt Efforts, Alt 
| Warts ---- who could mention in Heroic - Wart;7 Th 
But, tell me, haſt thou reaſon to complain Ou 
Of the rough Triumphs of the laſt Campaign? Ha 
The Danube reſcu'd, and the Empire fay'd? W. 


Say, is the Majeſty of Verſe retriev'd? | 
And would it prejudice thy ſofter Vein, 

To ling the Princes Louis or Eugene? 

Is it too hard in happy Verſe to place 

The Vans and Vanders of the Rhine and Maes ? 

Her Warriors Auna ſends from Tweed and Thames, 
That France may fall by more harmonious Names, 
Canſt thou not Hamilton or Lumly bear? 

Would Ingeldsby or Palmes offend thy Ear? 

And is there not a Sound in Malbro's Name, | 


Which thou and all thy Brethren ought to claim, 
Sacred to Verſe, and ſure of endleſs Fame ? 
| Carts 


= Epiſtre 4. du Sr. Boileau Depreaux au Roy 
En vain, Pour Te Lauer, &c. 
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(#tts is in Meeter ſomet hing harſh to read; 
Place me the Valiant Gowram in his ſtead: 
Let the Intention make the Number good ; 
3 Let generous Sylvius ſpeak for honeſt Wood, 
And tho' rough churchil ſcarce in Verſe will ſtand, 
do as to have one Rhime at his Command; 
With Eaſe the Bard reciring Blenbeim's Plain, 
.; May cloſe the Verſe, remembring but the Dane. 
1 grant, old Friend, old Foe, ( for ſuch we are 
Alternate, as the Chance of Peace and War; ) 
5 That we Poetic Folks, who muſt reſtrain 
Our meaſur'd Sayings in an equal Chain; 
Have Troubles utterly unknown to Thoſe, 
Who let their Fancy looſe in rambling Profe, 
For inſtance new, how hard it is for Me 
To make my Matter and my Verſe agree? 
In one great Day on Hochſtet's fatal Plain 
French and Bavarians twenty thouſand ſlain z 
Puſo d thre* the Danube to the Shoars of Styx 
* Squadrons exghteen, Battalions twenty ſix : 
" Officers Cagtive made and private Men, 
0; theſe twelve hundred, of thoſe thouſands. ten. 
Tents, Ammunition, Colours, Carriages, 
Cannons and Kettle- Drums ---- ſweet Numbers thei, 
But is it thus you Engliſh: Bards compoſe 2 
With Runick Lays thus tag inſipid Profe 2 1 
And when you ſhould your Heroes Deeds rehearſe, 
Give us a Commillazy's Liſt ia Verſe}  _ 
Why 
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; "hy Faith, Pepreaur, there's Senſe in what you ſa 

| I told you where my Difficulty lay: To 

| So vaſt, ſo numerous were great Blenheim's Spoil 5 

| They ſcorn the Bounds of Verſe, and mock the Muſs Ane 

| To make the rough Recital aptly chime, Coll 
Or bring the Sum of Loui“ Loſs to Rhime, 

»Tis mighty hard: What Poet would eſſay 

To count the Streamers of my Lord Mayor's Day! 

To number all the ſeveral Diſhes dreſt 

By honeſt Lamo, laſt Coronation Feaſt ? 


Or make Arithmetic and Epic meet 1 
And Newten's Thoughts in Or) den's Stile repeat? Th; 

O Poet, had it been Apollo's Will, wh 
That 1 had ſhar'd a Portion of thy Skill; An 


Had this poor Breaſt receiv'd the Heav'nly Beam; {Wis 
Or could I hope my Verſe might reach my Theam;Micc 
Yet, Boileau, yet the lab'ring Mute ſhould firive, rb. 
Beneath the Shades of A/albro's Wreaths to live: Mo; 
Should call aſpiring Gods to bleſs her Choice; Ane 


And to their Fav'rites Strain exalt her Voice, Val 

Arms and a Queen to Sing; who, Great and Good, Ml © 1 

From peaceful Thames to Danube's wond'ring Flood N Rei 

Sent forth the Terror of her high Commands, She 

To fave the Nations from invading Hands; Ane 

To prop fair Liberty's declining Cauſe; She 

And fix the jarring World with equal Laws. duo 

} The Queen ſhould fit in Windſor's ſacred Grove, Fix 
Attended by the Gods of War and Love; 84% 


j | | Both 


310V, 


Both 
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goth ſhould with equal Zeal her Smiles implore, 
To fix her Joys, or to extend her Pow'r. 
Sudden, the Nymphs and Tritons ſhould appear; 
And as great Anna's Smiles diſpel their Fear, 
With a&ive Dance ſhould her Obſervance claim; 
With vocal Shell ſhould found her happy Name. 
Their Maſter Thames ſhould leave the neighb'ring 
y his ſtrong Anchor known, and Silver Oar; LO, 
Should lay his Enſigns at his *ov'raigns Feet; 
and Audience mild with humble Grace intreat, 
To Her his dear Defence he ſhould complain, 
Thar whilſt he bleſſes Her indulgent Reign; 
Whilſt furtheſt Seas are by his Fleets ſurvey'd, 
and on his happy Banks each India laid; 
His Breth'ren Maes, and Waa!, and Rhine, and Saar 
Feel the hard Burt hen of oppreſſive War: 
That Danube ſcatce retains his rightful Courſe, 
Againſt two Rebel Armies neigab'ring Force: 
And all muſt weep ſad Czprives to the Sein, 
Valeſs unchain'd and freed by Britain's Queen. 
The valiant Sov'raign calls Her Gen'ral forth; 
Neither recites Her Bounty, nor his Worth. | 
She tells him he muſt Europe's Fate redeem, 
And by that Labour merit Her Eſteem: 
She bids him wait Her to the Sacred Hall; 
Siows him Prince Ed rard, and the conquer d Gaul. 
Fixing the bloody Croſs upon his Breaſt, 
Says he muſt Die, or ſuccour rhe Diſtreſs'd; 
Placing 
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Placing the Saint an Emblem by his Side, 
She tells him, Vertue arm'd muſt conquer lawleſs Pride 
The Hero bows obedient, and retires; | 
The Queen's Commands exalt the Warrio:'s Fir 
His Steps are to the ſilent Woods inelin'd, 
The great Deſign revolving in his Mind: 
When to his Sight a Heay*nly Form appears; 
Her Hand a Palm, her Head a Lawrel wears. 
Me, the begins, the faireſt Child of Fove, 
Below for ever fought, and bleſs'd above; 


(Nor need | ſay Victoria is my Name; ) 

Me, the great Father down to Thee has ſent; 
He bids me wait at Thy diſtinęuiſh'd Tent, 
To execute what Anna's With would have: 
Her Subject Thon, I only am her Slave. 

Dare then, thou mueh below'd by ſmiling Pate; 
For Ama's Sake, and in her Name, be Great: 
Go forth, and be to diflant Nations known, 

My future Faw'rite, and my darling Son. 
Ar Schellenberg VIE manifeſt ſuſtain 
Thy gtorious Cauſe; and prend my Wings again, 
*Conſpicuous oer thy Helm, in Blenheim's Plain. 

. zoddeſs ſaid, nor would admit Reply; 
But cut the liquid Air, and gain'd the Sky. 

His high Commiſſion is thro* Britain known; 
And thronging Armies to his Standard run. 


Me, the bright Souree of Wealth, and power, and Fame; 


«i 


s Pride 


Fame; 


| Fir'd with the Thoughts which theſe Idea's raiſe 
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fe marches thoughtful, and he ſpeedy fails; 

(Bleſs him, ye Seas! and proſper him, ye Gales!) 

helgia receives him welcome to her Shores; 

and William's Death with leſſen'd Grief deplores. 

His Preſence only muſt retrieve that Loſs: 

Maribro to her muſt be what Milliam was. 

go when great Atlas, from theſe low Aboads 

Recall'd, was gather'd to his Kindred Gods; 

Alcides reſpited by prudent Fate, 

duſtain'd the Ball, nor p'd beneath the Weight. 
Secret and ſwift behold the Chief adyance; 

Sees half the Empire join'd and Friend to France; 
The Engliſh General dooms the Fight : His Sword 

Dreadful he draws: The Captains wait the Word: 
Anne and St. George, the charging Hero criesz 
Shrill Eccho from the neighb'ring Wood replies, 
Ame and St. George; . at that auſpicious Sign 
The Standards move; the adverſe Armies join. 

Of eight great Hours Time meaſures out the Sands ; 

And Europe's Fate in-doubtful Ballance ſtands; _ 

The ninth Victoria comes ---- o'er Mallro s Head 

Confeſs'd the fits; the Hoſtile Troops recede: 

Triumphs the Geddeſs, from her Promiſe free'd. 
The Eagle, by the Britiſb Lions Might 

Unchain'd and free, dire&s her upward Flight; 

Nor did ſhe Oer with ſtronger Pinions ſoar 

From T)ber's Banks, than now from Danube's Shoar 


147 


and great Ambition of my Country's Praiſe: 
H | The 
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The Britiſh Muſe ſhould like the Mantuan riſe ; 

Scornful of Earth and Clouds, ſhould reach the 
Skies; 

With Wonder (tho' with Envy till) purſu'd by B 
human Eyes. 


But we muſt change the Stile: ---- juſt now I ſaid il xr 
1 ne'er was Maſter of the tuneful Trade; "= 
Or the ſmall Genius which my Youth could boaſt zetu 
In Proſe and Buſineſs lyes extinct and loſt; g * 


Bleſs'd, if I may ſome younger Muſe excite; 81 
Point out the Game, and animate the Flight: 


That from Marſeilles to Calais France may know, * 
As we have Conqu' rors, we have Poets too; And 
And either Laurel does in Britain grow. 2 
That tho amongſt our ſelves, with too much Hex, 150 
We ſometimes wrangle, when we ſhould debate; The 
(A conſequential Ill which Freedom draws; 8 
A bad Effect, but from a Noble Cauſe:) 
f ; He 
We can with univerſal Zeal advance, 
To cutb the faithleſs Arrogance of France. * 


Nor ever ſhall Britannia's Sons tefuſe 

To anſwer to thy Maſter, or thy Muſe; 

Nor want juſt Subject for victorious Strains; 
While Malbro's Arm eternal Laurel gains; 
And where old Spencer ſung, a new Eliſa reigns. 


LOVE 


OW, 


Hex, 
te; 


FE 
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Eneat h a Myrtle's verdant Shade 
As cloe half aſleep was laid, 
cuid perch'd lightly on her Breaſt; 
And in that Eeav'n deſir'd to reſt: 
Over her Paps his Wings he ſpread ; 
Between he found a downy Bed; 
and neſtl'd in his little Head. : 
Still lay the God: The Nymph ſurpriz'd, 
Yet Miſtreſs of her ſelf, devis'd, 
How ſhe the Vagrant might inthral, 
And Captive Him who Captives all. 
Her Boddice half way ſhe unlac'd ; 
About his Arms ſhe ſlily caſt 
The ſilken Bond, and held him faſt, 
The God awalꝰ d, and thrice in vain 
He ſtrove to break the cruel Cham; 
And thrice in vain he ſhook his en, 
Incumber'd in the ſilken String: 
Flutt'ring the God and weeping ſaid, 
Pity poor Cupid, generous Maid; 
Who happen'd, being blind, to ſtray, 
And on thy Boſom loft his Way: 
Who ſtray'd, alas! but knew too well, 
He never there muſt hope to dwell: 
Set an unhappy Pris'ner free, 


Who acer intended Harm to Thee. 


H 2 | 16 


148 Paems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
To me pertains not, ſhe replies, | 
To know or care where Cupid flies; 
What are his Haunts, or which his way; 
Where he would dwell, or whither firay :\ 
Yet will I never ſet thee free; 
For Harm was meant, and Harm to Me. 
Vain Fears that vex thy Virgin Heart! 
V1! give thee up my Bow and Dart: 
Untangle but this cruel Chain; 
And freely let me fly again. 
Agreed: Secure my Virgin Heart; 
Inſtant give up thy Bow and Dart: 
The Chain I'll in return untie; 
And freely thou again ſhalt fly. 
Thus She the Captive did deliver: 
The Captive thus gave up his Quiver. 
The God diſarm'd, e'er fince that Day 
Paſſes his Life in harmleſs Play: | 
Flies round, or fits upon her Breaſt ; 
A little, flutt*ring, idle Gueſt. | 
Eer ſince that Day the beauteous Maid 
Governs the World in Cupia's ſtead: 
Directs his Arrow as She wills; 
Gives Grief, or Pleaſure ; ſpares, or kills. 
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CUPID and GANYMEDE, 


N Heav'n, one Holy-day, you read 

In wiſe Anacreon, Ganymede 
Drew heedleſs Cupid in to throw 
Main, to paſs an Hour, or fo. 
The little Trojan, by the way, 
By Hermes taught, play'd all the Play. 

The God unhappily engag'd, 
I Nature raſh, by Play enrag'd, 
complain'd, and figh'd, and cry'd, and fretted; 
Loſt ey'ry earthly thing he betted: / 
In ready Mony, all the Stor 
lick d up long ſince from Danae's Show' r: 
A Snuſh-Box, ſet with bleeding Hearts, 
Rubies, all pierc'd with Diamond Darts: 
His Nine-pins, made of Myrtle Wood; 
The Tree in Ida's Foreſt ſtood : 

His Bowl pure Gold, the very ſame 
Which Paris gave the Cyprian Dame: 
Two Table-Books in Shagreen Covers, 
Fil'd with good Verſe from real Lovers; 
Merchandiſe rare: A Billet-doux, 
It's Matter paſſionate, yet true: 
Heaps of Hair Rings, and cypher'd Seals: 
Rich Trifles ; ſerious Bagatelles. 


H 3 What 


mY a 
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What ſad Diſorders Play begets? | Ha 
Deſp' rate and mad, at length he ſets Ant 
Thoſe Darts, whoſe Points make Gods adore j 
His Might, and deprecate his Pow'r : (H 

| Thoſe Darts, whence all our Joy and Pain Un 
Ariſe; thoſe Darts - come, Seven's the Maia, All 
Cries Ganymede : The uſual Trick: wh 
Seven, ſlur a Six; Eleven: A Nick. Th! 

Ill News goes faſt: *Twas quickly known, No 
That ſimple Cupid was undone. | No 
Swifter than Lightning Venus flew: Wi 
Too late She found the thing too true. C 
Gueſs how the Goddeſs greets her Son: Ce; 
Come hither, Sitrah; no, begon; | Can 
And, hatk ye, is it ſo indeed? let 

A Comrade you for Ganymede 2 Thi 
An Imp as wicked for his Age, „ Yer 
As any earthly Lady's Page; The 
A Scandal and a Scourge to Tray: Wit 
A Prince's Son? A Black-guard Boy : Fea 
A Sharper, that with Box and Dice Wh 
Draws in young Deities to Vice. You 
All Heav'n is by the Ears together, Ane 
Since firſt t hat little Rogue came hither: J 

. June her ſelf has had no Peace: Ane 


And truly I've been fayour'd leſs: 
For Fove, as Fame reports, (but Fame 
Says things not fit for Me te name,) 

| Has 
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Has acted ill for ſuch a God, 
And taken Ways extreamly odd. 
And thou, unhappy Child, ſhe ſaid, 
(Her Anger by her Grief allay'd) _ 
Unhappy Child, who thus haſt loft 
All the Eflate we e'er could boaſt; 
Whither, O whither wilt thou run, 
Thy Name deſpis'd, thy Weakneſs knowa? 


Nor mall thy Pow'r in Heav'n be own'd; 

When thou, nor Man, nor God canft wound. 
Obedieat Cupid kneeling cry'd, 

Ceaſe, deareſt Mother, ceaſe to chide : 

Cany's a Cheat, and Um a Bubble: 

let why this great Exceſs of Trouble? 

The Dice were falſe; the Darts are gone; 

Yet how are You or I undone? 

The Loſs of theſe I can ſupply 

With keener Darts from Cloe's Eye: 

Fear not We e'er can be diſgrac d, 

While that bright Magazine fhall laſt: 

Your crowded Altars ftill hall ſmoke, 

And Man your Friendly Aid invoke ; 

Je ſhall again revere your Pow'r, 

And riſe a Swan; or fall a Show'r. 


Nor ſhall thy Shrine on Earth be crowa'd ; ; 


H 4 FOR 


— — V 
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| FOR THE E 
PLAN of a FOUNTAIN, 


On which is the 


QU EEN's Effigies on a Triumphal 9 
Arch, the Duke of MARLBROU OR 
on Horſeback under the Arch, and 
the Chief Rivers of the World round [ 
the whole Work. 


E active Streams, where-c'er your Waters flow, An 
Let diftant Climes and furtheſt Nations know, He 
What ye from Thames and Danube have been taught, 
How Anne commanded, and how Marlbrs fought. Py 


Quacunque aterno properatis, Flumina, lapſu, Fir 
Diviſis late Terris, populiſque remotis On 
Dicite, nam vobis Tamiſis narravit & Iſter, As 
Anna quid Impe riis potuit, quid Marlburus Armis. 


0 


EP I- 
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EU NE 
„„ 

„„ „ 
hal Spoken by Mrs. Oldfield, who acted 

GH | Iſmena. 


Adies, to Night your Pity I implore 
For one who never troubled you before: 

An Oxford Man, extreamly read in Greek, 
Who from Euripides makes Phedra ſpeak; 
low, And comes to Town, to let us Moderns know, 
ow, MW How Women lov'd two thoufand Years ago. 
ght, If that be all, ſaid I, e' en burn your Play; 
bt, I gad we know all that, as well as they: 
Show us the youthful, handfome Charioteer, 
Firm in his Seat, and running his Career; 
Our Souls would kindle with as gen'rous Flames, 
As Cer inſpir'd the ancient Grecian Dames: 
Ev'ry Iſmena would reſign her Breaſt; 
And er*ry dear Hippol)tus be bleſt. 

But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders Mares 
Are e'en as good as any two of Theirs; 
And if Hippolytus can but contrive 
To buy the gilded Chariot, Fohn can drive, 

| Hs Now 


. 
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Now of the Buſtle you have ſcen to Day, 
And Phadra's Morals in this Scholars Play, 
Something at leaft in Juſtice ſhould be ſaid: 
- But this Hippo.ytws ſo fills ones Head 
Well! Phædra liv'd as chaſtly as ſhe cou'd ; 
For ſhe was Father Fove's own Fleſh and Blood: 
Her aukward Love indeed was odly fated; 
She and her Poly were too near related: 
And yet that Scruple had been laid aſide; 
If honeſt Theſeus had but fairly dy'd: 
But when He came, what needed He to know, 
But that all Matters ſtood in Stat quo? 
There was no harm, you ſee; or grant there were: 
She might want Conduct, but He wanted Care. 
*Twas in a Husband little leſs than rude, 
Upon his Wife's Retirement to intrude------ 
He ſhould have ſent a Night or two before, 
That He would come exact at ſuch an Hour; 
Then He had tuin'd all Tragedy to Jeſt; 
Found ev'ry thing contribute to his Reſt ; 
The Picquet Friend diſmiſs'd, the Coaſt all clear, 
And Spouſe alone, impatient for her Dear. 

But if theſe gay Reflections come too late, 
To keep the guilty Phadra from her Fate; 
If your more {crious Judgment muſt condemn 
The dire Effects of her unhappy Flame: 
Yet, ye chafte Matrons, and ye tender Fair, 
Let Love and Innocence engage your Care: 

| My 


ly 
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My ſpotleſs Flames to your Protection take; 
And ſpare poor Phædra for Iſmena's ſake. 


—— CC 


> 


To Mr. HOW A RD: 
a ODE. 


| I. 
O Great Apelles when young Ammon brought 
The darling Idol of his Captive Heart; 

And pleas d the Miſtreſs to the Painter ſat, 

To have her Charms recorded by his Art: 

| II. 

The am'rous Maſter own'd her potent Eyes; 

Sigh'd when he look'd, and trembl'd as he drew: 
Each flowing Line confirm'd his firſt Surprize; 

And as the Piece advanc'd, the Paſſion grew. 

III. 
While Philip's Son, while Venus Son was near; 
What different Tortures did his Boſom feel? 
Great was the Rival, and the God ſevere; 
Nor could he hide his Flame, nor durſt reveal. 
IV. a 
The Prince renown'd in Bounty as in Arms, 
With Pity ſaw the il conceal'd Diſtreſs; 
Quitted his Title to Campaſpe's Charms; 
And gave the Fair one to the Friend's Embrace, 
| V. Thus 
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| | 4 
Thus the more beauteous Cloe fate to Thee, 
O Howard, emu'lous of the Grecian Art; 
But happy Thou from Cupid's Arrow free, 


And Flames that pierc'd thy Predeceſſor's Heatt, 


VI. 
Had thy poor Breaſt receiv*d an equal Pain; 
Had I been veſted with the Monarch's Pow'r; 
Thou muſt have ſigh'd, unhappy Youth, in vain; 
Nor from my Bounty hadſt thou found a Cure, 
VII 
Tho” to evince thee, that the Friend ad feel 
A kind Concern for thy ill-fated Care; 
I would have ſooth'd the Flame 1 could not heal; 


Siv'n Teee the World, tho' I with-held the Fair. 


C Lo E Hunting. 


Ehind her Neck her comely Treſſes ty'd, 
| Her Ivory Quiver graceful by her Side, 
A-Hunting Cloe went: She loſt her way, 

And thro? the Woods uncertain chanc'd to ſtray, 
© Apollo paſſing by beheld the Maid; 

And, Siſter Dear, bright Cynthia, turn, he ſaid : 
The hunted Hind lyes cloſe in yonder Brake. 
Loud cupid laugh'd, to ſec the God's miſtake; 


And 
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And laughing cry d, Learn better, great Divine, 
To know Thy Kindred, and to honour Mine. 
Rightly advis'd, far hence Thy Siſter ſeck, 
Or on Meandey's Banks, or Latmus Peak: 
att, But in this Nymph, My Friend, my Siſter know; 
She draws my Arrows, and ſhe bends my Bow; 
Fair Thames ſhe haunts, and ev'ry neighb'ring Grove, 
Sacred to ſoft Receſs, and gentle Love. 
1; Go, with Thy Cynthia, hurl! the pointed Spear 
e. At the rough Boar; or chace the flying Deer: 
land My cloe take a nobler Aim: 
At human Hearts We fling; nor ever miſs the Game. 


i. CUPID Miſtaken. 


3 S after Noon one Summer's Day, 
Venus ſtood bathing in a River; 
cupid a-ſhooting went that way, 
New ſtrung his Bow, new filPd his Quiver. 


With Skill he choſe his ſharpeſt Dart; 

With all his Might his Bow he drew: 

0 Aim'd at his beauteous Parent's Heart; 
With certain Speed the Arrow flew, 


bannt, 1 die, the Goddeſs cry'd: 
O cruel, could'ſt thou find none other 
An To wreck thy Spleen on? Parricide ; 
Like Nero, thou haſt ſlain thy Mother. 
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Poor Cupid ſobbing ſcarce could ſpeak, 
Indeed, Mamma, I did not know ye: 

Alas! how eaſie my Miſtake! --- 
Itook you for your Likeneſs, Coe. 


VENUS Miſtalen. 


When was I bathing thus, and naked ſeen? 


Friend Howard's Genius fancy'd all the reſt. 


HEN Cloe's Picture was to Venus ſhown; 
Surpriz'd the Goddeſs took it for her own, 
And what, ſaid the, does this bold Painter mean? 


Pleas'd Cupid heard, and checkt his Mother's Pride; 
And who's blind now, Mamma ? the Urchin cry'd, 
*Tis Cloe's Eye, and Cheek, and Lip, and Breaſt ; 


TH E 


A POE M, 


E it right or wrong, theſe Men among, 
On Woman do complayne; 

Affyrmynge this, how that it is 

A Labour ſpent in 'yaine, 


Writ three hundred Tears ſince. 


NDO T. E RON N MAID. 


To 


Bet 


Th 
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To love them wele; for never a dele, 
They love a Man againe; 
For lete a Man do what he can, 
Ther Favour to attayne; 
Yet yf a new do them purſue, 
Ther fuiſt trew Lover than 
Laboureth for nought; fox from her Thought 
He is a baniſhyd Man. 


Iſay not nay, but that all daß 
It is bothe writ and ſayde, 

That Womans Fayth is as who ſaythe, 
All utterly decayed; 

But nevertheleſs right good Witneſs 
P this caſe might be layde, 

That they love trewe, and contynew, 
Record the Nut-brown Mayde ; 

Which from her Love, whan her to prove, 
He came to make his mone, 

Wold not depart; for in her Herte 
She lovyd but him alone, 


Than betwene us lettens diſeuſſe, 
What was all the maner 

Betwene them too; we wyll alſo 
Telle all the peyne and fere 

That ſhe was in: Now I begynne, 
So that ye me anſwe;e: 


Where- 
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Wherefore all ye, that prefent be, whe 
I pray ye give an Eare. > 
M A N. . 
I am the Knyght, I come by Nyght, N 
As ſecret as I can; | 
Saying alas, thus ſtandeth the Caſe; 01 
I am a baniſhyd Man. 
| Wo MAN. | My 
And 1 your Wylle for to fulfylle | 1 
In this wyl not refuſe ; 1h 
Truſting to ſhew, in Wordis fewe, | 
That Men have an ille uſe, WI 
To ther own ſhame, Women to blame, 
And cauſeleſe them accuſe: All 
Therefore to you I anſwere now, 
Alle Wymen to excuſe; 5 Fo 


M'yn own Herte dere, with you what chere, 
I pray you telle anone; 


For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, I 
I love but you alone. 
| M AVN. Bu 
It ſtondeth ſo, a dede is do; 
| Wherefore moche harm ſhall growe: Sh 
My Deſteny is for to dey 
A A ſhamfull Deth, I trowe; W 
Or ellis to flee, the one muſt be; 
None other way I knowe, Ai 
But to withdrawe, as an Outlaw, 
And take me to my bowe. 
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Wherefore adew, my owne Herte trewe, 


None other red I can; 
For I muſt to the grene Wode goe, 
Alone a baniſhyd Man- 
Wo MAN. 
0 Lord, what is this worldis blyſſe, 
That chaungeth as the Mone? 
My Somers day, in luſty May, 
Is derked before the None, 
1 here you ſaye, farwell: nay, nay 
We departe not ſoo ſone : 


Why ſay ye ſo? wheder wylye goe? 


Alas what have ye done? 
Alle my welfare to ſorow and care 
Shulde chaunge, yf ye were gon; 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
1 love but you alone. 
M AN. 
I can beleve, it ſhall you greeve, 
And ſhomwhat you diſtrayne ; 
But aftyrwarde, your paynes harde 
Within a day or tweyne 
Shal ſone a flake ; and ye ſnal take 
Comfort to you agayne. 


Why ſhould ye nought? for to make * 


Tour labur were in vayne. 
And thus I do, and pray you too, 
As hertely as I can; 
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For I muſte to the grene Wode goe, 
Alone a baniſhyd Man. 
Wo M AN. 

Now ſyth that ye have ſhewed to me 
The Secret of your mynde; 
I mal be playne to you againe, 
Lyke as ye ſhal me fynde: 
Syth it is ſo, that ye wyll goe, 
I wol not leve behy nde: 
Shal never be ſayd, the Nut-brown Mayde 
Was to her Love unkynd. 
Make you redy, for ſo am I; 
Allthough it were anone; 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
1 love but you alone. | 

M AN. 
Yet I you rede, to take good hede, 
| What Men wyl think and ſey; 

Of yange and old it ſhal be tolde, 
That ye be gone away, - 
Your wanton wylle for to fulfylle, 

In grene Wode you to play; 

And that ye myght from your delyte 

Noo lenger make delay. 

Rather than ye ſhould thus for me, 

Be called an ylle Woman, 

Yet wold I to the grene Wode goe, a 


one a baniftyd Man | 
a J x O MAN. 


For 


Th 


It 
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OMAN. 
Though it be ſonge of olde and yonge, 
That I ſhuld be to blame; 
Theirs be the charge, that ipeke ſo large, 
In hurting of my Name: 
For I wyl prove, that feythful Love 
It is devoyd of Shame, 
In your Diſtreſs, and Hevyneſs, 
To parte wyth you the ſame: 
And ſure allthoo that doo not ſo, 
Trewe Lovers at they none; 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
M A N. 
I counſel you, remember how, 
It is noo Maydens lawe, 
Nothing to dought, but to renne out, 
To Wode, with an Outlawe; 
For ye muſt there, in your hand bere 
A bowe redy to drawe; 
And as a Theef, thus muſt ye lyve, 
Ever in drede and awe; 
Whereby to you gret harme myght grow; 
Yet I had lever than | 
That I had to the grene Wode goe, 
Along a baniſhyd Man. 
| Wo * A N. 
I think nat nay, but as ye ſaye, 
It is neo Maydens lore; 
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But Love may make nie for your ſake, 
As I have ſaid before, 
To com on fote, to hunte and fhote, 
To gete us Mete in Store : 
For ſo that I your Company 
May have, I ask noo more; 
From whiche to parte, it makith myn Herte 
As colde as ony Ston; 
Eor in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I loye but you alone. 
| M AN. 
For an Outlawe, this is the lawe, 
That Men hym take and binde, 
Wythout pytce hanged to bee, 
And waver with the Wynde. 
If I had neede, as God forbede, 
What reſons coude ye find? 
For ſothe 1 trewe, ye and yeur bowe 
Shuld draw for fere behynde : 
And noo Merveyle ; for lytel avayle 
Were in your council than: 
Wherefore I to the Wode wyl goe, 
Alone a baniſhyd Man. 
OMAN. 
Full well knowe ye, that Wymen be 
But febyl for to fyght; 
Noo Womanhed is it in deede, 
To bee bolde as a Knyght: 


Ye 
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Yet in ſuche fere, yf that ye were, 
with Enemys day and nyght; 
1 wolde withſtonde, wyth bowe in hande, 
To greve them as I myght; 
And you to ſave, as Wymen have 
From deth many one; 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
M AN. 
Yet take good hede ; for ever I drede, 
That ye coude not ſuſtein 
The thorney wayes, the depe valeis, 
The ſnowe, the froſt, the reyn, 
The cold, the hete; for drye or wete, 
We muſt lodge on the playn; 
And us above, noon other Rofe, 
But a brake, buſh or twayne; 
Whiche ſone ſhulde greve you, I beleve, 
And ye wolde gladly than, 
That 1 had to the grene Wode goe, 
Alone a baniſhyd Man. 
WOMAN. 
Syth 1 have here ben partynere 
With you of Joy and Blyffe; 
I muſt alſo parte of your woo, 
Endure, as reaſon is; 
Yet am I ſure of one pleſure, 
And ſhortly it is this; 
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That where ye bee, mee ſeemeth, par dy, 


I could not fare amyſs. 
Without more Speche, I you beſeche, 
That we were ſoon agone; | 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
M A N. 
Yef ye goo o thedyr, ye muſt conſider, 
Whan ye have luſt to dyne, 
Ther ſhall no mete be for to gete, 
Nor drink, bere, ale, ne win; 
Ne ſhetis clene, to lye betwene, 
Made of thred and twyne; 
Noon other houſe, but levys and bowes, 
To kever your head and myn. 
O myn Herte ſwete, this ylle dyet 
Shuld make you pale and wan: 
Wherefore I to the Wode wy] Boe, 
Alone a baniſhyd Man. 
OMAN. 
Amonge the wylde Dere, ſuch an atchier, 
As men ſay that ye bee, 
Ne may not fayle of good Vitayle, 
Where is ſo grete plente; 
And watir cleere of the ryvere 
shall be full ſwete to me, 
With whiche in hele, I thal right wele 
Endure, as ye ſhal lee; | 


And 


If 


To 
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And er we goe, a bed or two 
I can provide anone; 
For in my mynde, of all ine 
1 love but you alone. 
AN. 
Lo yet before, ye muſt do more, 
If ye wyl go with me; 
As cutte your here up by your ere, 
Your kurtel by the knee; 


Wyth bowe in hande for to wythſtande 


Your Enemys yf nede bee; 
And this ſame nyght, before day light, 
To Wode ward wyl I flee. 
And yf ye wille al this fulfylle, 
Do it ſhortly as ye can; 
Ellis wil I to the grene Wode goe, 
Alone a baniſhyd Man. 
Wo M AN. 
! thal as now, do more for you, 
Than longeth to womanhood, 
To ſhort my here, a bow to bere, 
To ſhote in tyme of nede. 
0 my ſweet Moder, before all other 
For you have I moſt drede; 
But now adiew, I muſt enſue, 
Where Fortune duth me leede. 
All this make ye, and lete us flee, 
The day run faſt upon; 


167 
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For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 


M AN. 5 
* Nay, nay, not ſo; ye ſhal not go; 
And I ſhall telle you- why: $0 
| Your appetyte is to be light, 
Of Love 1 wele eſpie. 10 
For right as ye have ſayde to me, 
In lykewyſe hardely Th 
Ye wolde anſwere, who ſo ever it were, 
In way of company. re 
It is ſayd of olde; ſone hote, fone Guide; 
And ſo is a Woman: ok 
Wherefore 1 to the Wode wyl go, 
Alone a baniſhyd Man. 
Wo N AN. 15 
ref ye take hede, yet is noo nede, 
Such wordis to ſay bee me; * 
For ofte ye preyd, and longe aflayed, | 
2 Ex I you levid, par dy: | 55 
Ai And though that 1, of Aunceſtry, | 
A Baron's Daughter bee; be | 
Yet have you proved, how 1 you loved, 
A Squyer of low degree; | 2 
And ever ſhal, what ſo befalle, = 


To dey therefore anone; 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
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M A N. 

A Baron's Childe to be begyled, 
It were a curſed dede; 

To be felawe with an Outlawe, 
Almighty God forbede : 

Yet bettyr were, the power Squyer 
Alone to foreſt yede ; 

Than ye ſhal ſaye another day, 
That by that wycked dede 


The beſt red that I can, 
Is that I to the grene Wode go, 

Alone a baniſhyd Man. 

'W 0M AN. 

What ſoever befalle, I never ſhal 

Of this thing you outbraid ; 
But yf ye go, and leve me ſo, 

Then have ye me betraid. 
Remember ye wele, how that ye dele; 

For yf ye, as ye ſayde, 
Be ſo unkynde, to leve behynde 

Your Love, the Nut- bro une Maide ; 
Truſt me truely, that I ſhal dey, 

Sone after ye be gone; 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 


Ye were betrayed : wherefore, good Maide, 
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M A N. 
Yef that ye went, ye ſhulde repent ; 


For in the Forreſt now . 

I have purveid me of a Maide, of 
Whom 1 love more than you: 
Another fayrer, than &er ye were; Fe : 
I dare it well avowe : | 1 
And of you bothe, eche ſhulde be wriothe L 
Wyth other, as I trowe. | 

It were myn eaſe, to lyve in . 3 
So wyl1, yf I can; 7 
Wherefore I to the Wode wyl go, 1 
Alone a baniſhyd Man. | I 

Wo M AN. | 

Though in the Wode, I undirſtode, 8 * 
Ye had a Paramour; 7 

All this may nought remove my thought. Yf1 
But that I will be. your; Z 
And ſhe ſhall fynde me ſoft and kynde, Whe 
And curteis every hour, 7 
Glad to fulfylle all that he wylle Te f 
Commaunde me to my power: 1 A 
For had ye loo an hundred moo, Ther 
Yet wolde I be that one; ' 291; A 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, For i 


J love but you alone, | | 1 
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M AVN. 
My nowne dere Love, I ſee the prove, 
That ye be kynde and trewe, 
of Mayde and Wyf, in al my lyf, 
The beſt that ever I knew; 
ze merey and glad, be no more ſad, 
The caſe is chaunged newe; 
For it were ruthe, that for your Trouth, 
You ſhuld have cauſe to rewe; 
ze not diſmayed, whatſoever 1 ſayd, 
To you whan I began, 
| wyl not to the grene Wode go; 
I am no baniſhyd Man. 
WOM AN. 
theis tidingis be more glad to me, 
Than to be made a Quene; 
Yf1 were ſure, they ſhould endure; 
But it is often ſeen, | 
When Men wyl breke promyſe, they ſpeke 
The wordis on the ſplene; 
le ſhape ſome wyle, me to begyle, 
And ſtele fro me I wene; 
Then were the caſe wurs than it was, 
And I more woo begene; 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 


I'2 
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. | M A N. 
Ye ſhal not nede, further to drede, 
I wyl not diſparage, 
You: God defende, ſyth you deſcende, 
Of ſo grete a Lynage: 
Now underſtande, to Weſtmerlande, 
Whiche is my herytage, 
I wyl you bringe; and wyth a rynge, 
By wey of Maryage 
1 wyl you take, and Lady make, 
As ſhortly as I can: 
Thus have ye wone an Erles Son, 
And not a baniſhyd Man, 


HENRT and E A M AG 


Unce 

„ * 
Upon the Model of Deig 

The NUT- BROWN Main. . 


2 As 
| | That 
To CLOE. 8 
mand, 
HO U, to whoſe Eyes I bend, at whoſe Com That 
| (Tho'Iow my Voice, tho? artleſs be my Hand © let 
Itake the ſprightly Reed; and ling, and play; [© © 1 
What 


Careleſs of what the censuring World may ſay; 


Bright 


. b 8 — 
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pright Cloe, Object of my conſtant Vow 3 
Wilt thou awhile unbend thy ſerious Brow? 
Wilt thou with Pleaſure hear thy Lover's Strains; 
And with one Heav'nly Smile o'erpay his Pains? 
No longer ſhall the Nut-brown Maid be old; 
Tho' ſince her Youth three hundred Years have roll'd; 
At thy Deſire the ſhall again be rais'd; 
And her reviving Charms in laſting Verſe be prais'd, 
No longer Man of Woman ſhall complain, 
That He may love, and not be loy'd again; 
That We in vain the fickle Sex purſue, 
Who change the Conftant Lover for the New : 
Whatever has been writ, whatever ſaid, 
Of Female Paſhon feigu'd, or Faith decay'd, 
Hence forth ſhall in my Verſe refuted ſtand; 
Be faid to Winds, or writ upon the Sand: 
A, And while my Notes to future Times proclaim 
Unconquer'd Love, and ever during Flame; | a 1 6 
0 faireſt of thy Sex! be thou my Muſe; | 
Deign on my Work thy Influence to diffuſe: 
Let me partake the Bleſſings I rehearſe; 
And grant me Love, the juſt Rewaid of Verſe. _ 
As Beauty's Potent Queen, with ev'ry Grace 2 
That once was Emma's, has adom'd thy Face; 
And as her Son has to my Boſom dealt 
That conſtant Flame, which faithful Henry felt; 5 
O let the Story with thy Life agree: f | 
Let Men once more the bright Example ſee: 
ay; What Emma was to Him, be thou to Me. 
right | 13 Nor 


its * y 
_ On 
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Nor ſend me by thy Frown from her 1 love, WM thc 
Diſtant and ſad a baniſh'd Man to reve: _ For 
But oh! with Pity long intreated crown let, 
MyPains and Hopes; and when thou ſay'ſt thatOne\ MW He « 
Of all Mankind thouloy'ft, Oh! think on Me pn The 

| p (As 


Here beauteous Is and her Husband Tame viag 
With mingl'd Waves for ever flow the Same, The 


In Times of Yore an ancient Baron liv'd, 
Great Gifts beſtow'd, and great Reſpect recciy'd, A 
When dreadful Edward with ſucceſsful Care Thrc 


Led his free Britons to the Gallic War; or! 
This Lord had headed his appointed Bands, Who 
In firm Allegiance to his King's Commands: Fron 

© And, all due Honours faithfully diſcharg' d, And 
Had brought back his Paternal Coat, inlarg'd By V 
With a new Mark, the Witneſs of his Toil; They 
And no inglorious part of forcign Spoil. by Pp 
. Prom the loud Camp retir'd, and noiſy Court, I ach 
In Honourable Eaſe and Rural Sport Ia T 
The Remnant of his Days he ſoftly paſt; by g 
Not found they lagg'd too flow, nor flew too faſt: In 8' 
He made his Wiſh with his Eftate comply; And 
Joyful 10 live, yet not afraid to dye. In ve 
Oue Child he had, a Daughter chaſt and fair; Uſele 
His Age's Comfort, and his Fortune's Heir; Grea 


They call'd her Emma ; for the beauteous Dame, {| Whi 
Who gave the Virgin Birth, had born the Name: I Spig| 
ET Foy W 524.555 "Tl 


ut, 


aft; 


j 
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The Name th' indulgent Father doubly lov'd; 
For in the Child the Mother's Charms improv'd. 
let, as wen little round his Knees ſhe plaid». 
He call'd hex oft in Sport his Nut · broum Adaid ; 
The Friends and Tenants took the fondling Word; 
{As ſtill they pieaſe, wao- imitate their Lord) 
Uſage coafirm'd. what Fancy had begun; 
The mutual Terms around the Lands were known; 
And Emma, and the Nu - brown. Maid were One. 

As with her Stature ſtill her Charms encreas'd 3 
Thro' all the lſle her Beauty was conbeſs'd: 
01! what Fetfections maſt that Virgin ſhare, 
Who Faꝛrreſt is eſteem'd, where all are Fair? 
From diſtant Shires repair the nob e Youth; 
And find, Report for once had lſſen'd Truth: 
By Wonder firſt, and then by Paſſion mov'd, 
They came, they ſaw, they marvell'd, and they low d - 
By publick Praiſes, and by ſecret Sighs 
Each own'd the gen'ral Pow'r of Emma's Eyes: 
In Tilts and Turnaments the Valiant cove, 
By glorious Decd to purcaale Emma's Lore: 
In gentle Verſe the Witty told their Flame; 
And grac'd the r cholceſt Songs with Emma's Name: 
ln vain they corfibated, in vain they wit; 
Uſeleſs their Strength, and impotent their Wit 5 
Great Venus only muſt direct the Dart; ; 
Which elſe will never reach the Fair one's Heart, 
Spighe of th' Attemp:s of Force, and ſoft Ef- 

fects of Art. 
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Great Venus muſt prefer the happy One; 

In Henry's Cauſe her Favour muſt be ſhown; 
And Emma of Mankind muſt love but Him alone. 
While theſe in Publick to the Caſtle came; 

And by their Grandeur juſtify'd their Flame; 

More ſecret Ways the careful Henry takes; 

His Squires, his Arms, and Equipage forſakes: 

In borrow'd Name and falſe Attire array'd, 

Oft he finds Means to ſee the beauteous Maid. 
When Emma hunts, in Huntſman's Habit dreft 

Henry on Foot purſues the bounding Beaſt ; 

1a his right Hand his beachen Pole he bears; 

And graceful at his Side his Horn he wears: 

still to the Glade, where She has bent her Way, 


With knowing Skill he drives the future Prey; 


Bids her dectine the Hill, and hun the Brake; 
And ſhows the Path her Steed may ſafeſt take: 
Directs her Spear to fix the glorious Wound; 


Pleas'd in his Toils to have her Tri mphcrown'd: 


And blows her Praiſes in no common Sound. 
A Falk' ner Henry is, when Emma hawks; 
With her of Tarſels, and of Leurs he talks: 


Upon his Wriſt the tow'ring Merling ſtands; 


Practis'd to rife, and ſtoop, at her Commands: 
And when Superiour now the Bird has flownz 
And headlong brought the tumbling Quarry down; 
With humble Reverence he accoſts the Fair; 
And with the honour'd Feather decks her Hair: 
| Yet 


e. 


E 
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Yet ſtill as from the ſportive Field She goes, 
His down-caſt Eye reveals his inward Woes; 
And by his Look and Sorrow is expreſt 

A nobler Game purſu'd, than Bird or Beaſt. 

A Shepherd now along the Plain he roves; 
And with his jolly Pipe delights the Groves: 
The neigh'bring Swains around the Stranger throng, 
Or to admire, or emulate his Song: 

While with ſoft Sorrow he renews his Lays; 
Nor heedful of their Envy, nor their Praiſe: 
But ſoon as Emma's Eyes adorn the Plain, 

His Notes he raiſes to a nobler Strain; 

With dutiful Reſpect and ſtudious Fear, 

Left any careleſs Sound offend her Ear. 

A frantick Gipſey now the Houſe he haunts; 
And in wild Phraſes ſpeaks diſſembl'd Wants: 
With the fond Maids in Palmiſtry he deals: 
They tell the Secret firſt, which he reveals; 
Says who ſhall wed, and who ſhall be beguil'd; 
What Groom ſhall get, and Squire maintain the Child: 
But when bright Emma wow d her Fortune know; 
A ſofter Look unbends his op'ning Brow : 
With trembling Awe he gazes on her Eye; 
And in ſoft Accents forms the kind Reply: 
That ſhe ſhall prove as Fortunate as Fair; 
And Hy men's choiceſt Gifts are all reſery'd for Her. 

Now oft had Henry chang'd his ſly Diſguiſe, | 
Unmark'd by all, but beauteous Emma's Eyes: 


15 oft 
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oft had found Means alone to ſee the Dame; Pitt 

And at her Feet to breath his am'rous Flame: Wit 

And oft the Pangs of Abſence to remove Har 

By Letters, ſoft Interpreters of Love. Or 

Till Time and Induſtry (the mighty Two, V 

That bring our Wiſhes nearer to our view) (Al 

Made him perceive, that the inclining Fair by 

| Receiv'd his Vows with no reluctant Ear; Th 
4 That Venus had confirm'd her equal Reign; If 
? | And dealt to Emma's Heart a ſhare of Henry's Pain, Tt 
1 While Cupid ſmil*'d by kind Occaſion bleſod; He 
* And, with tlie Secret kept, the Love increas'd; K 
0 The am'rous Youth frequents the ſilent Groves; Bl 
5 And much he meditates; for much he loves. If 
Rae loves: tis true; and is belov'd again: L 
Great are his Joys; but will they long remain? H 

Emma with Smiles receives his preſent Flame; 1 

P 


But ſmiling, will ſhe ever be the ſame? 
Beautiful Looks are rul'd by fickle Minds; 
And Summer Seas are turn'd by ſudden Winds. a 
Another Love may gain her eaſie Youth : 2 
Time changes Thought; and Flatt'ry conquers Truth. | 
O impotent Eſtate of human Lite, 
Where Hope and Fear maintain eternal Strife: 
Where fleeting Joy does laſting Doubt inſpite; 
And moſt we Queſtion, what we moſt Deſire. 
Amongſt thy various Gifts, great Heay'n, beſtow 
Our Cup of Love unmix'd; forbear to throw 
Bitter 
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Grew with the Year, and n with the Bark; 
| | Venus 
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Bitter Ingredients in; nor pall the Draught 

With nauſeous Grief; for our ill-judging Thonght 

Hardly injoys the pleaſurable Taſte; 

Or deems it not ſincere; or fears it cannot laſt. 
With Wiſhes rais'd, with Jealouſies oppreſt, 

(alternate J yrants of the Human Breaſt) 

By one great Trial He reſolves to prove 

The Faith of Woman, and the Force of Love. 

If ſcanning Emma's Virtues, He may find 

That beauteous Frame incloſe a ſteady Mind 

He'll fix his Hope, of future Joy ſzcure 

And live a Slave to Hymen's happy Pow'r. 

But if the Fair one, as he fears, is frail; 

If pois'd aright in Reaſon's equal Scale, 

Light fly her Merits, and her Faults prevail; 

His Mind he vows to free from am'rous Care 

The latent Miſchief ſrom his Heart to tear; 

Reſume his Azure Arms. and thine again in War, 
South of the Caſtle, in a verdant Glade, 

A ſpreading Beach extends ker friendly Shade : 


Here oft the Nymph His breathing Vows had heard? * 


Here oft Her Silence had her Heart declar'd. 

As active Spring awak'd her Infant Buds; 

And genial Life inform'd the verdant Woods; 
Henry in Knots involving Emma's Name, 

Had half expreſs'd, and half conceal'd his Flame 
Upon this Tree; and as the tender Mark 
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Venus had heard the Virgin's ſoft *Addreſs, . 

That as the Wound, the Paſſion might increaſe, 

As potent Nature ſhed her kindly Show'rs, 

And deck'd the various Mead with opening Flow'nz; 

Upon this Tree, the Nymph's obliging Care 

Had left a frequent Wreath for Henry's Hair: 

Which as with gay Delight the Lover found; 

Pleas'd with his Conqueſt, with her Preſent crown'd, 

Glorious thro? all the Plains he oft had gone; 

And to each Swain the Myſtick Honour ſnown; 

The Gift ſtill prais'd, the Giver ſtill unknown. 
His ſecret Note the troubl'd Henry writes; 

To the known Tree the Lovely Maid invites: 

Imperfe&t Words and dubions Turns expreſs, 

That unforeſeen Miſchance diſturb'd his Peace; 

That He muſt ſomething to her Ear commend, 

On which Her Conduct, and His Life depend. 
Soon as the Fair one had the Note receiv'd; 

The remnant of the Day, alone She griev'd: 

For diffrent this fron: y former Note, 

Which Venus dictated, and Henry wrote; 

Which told her all his future Hopes were laid 

On the dear Boſom of his Nut-brown Maid; 

Which always bleſs'd her Eyes, and own'd her Pow'r; 

And bid her oft Adieu, yet added more. 


Now Night advanc'd; t he Houſe in Sleep were laid 


The Nurſe experienc'd, and the prying Maid; 
: / | And 


; | 
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And laſt that Spirit, which does cloſeſt haunt 
le, The Lovers Steps, the ancieat Maiden Aunt. 
To her dear Henry Emma wings her way, 
Ws; With quicken'd Pace repairing forc'd Delay. 

For Love, fantaſtic Pow'r, that is afraid 

To ſtir abroad *till Watchfulneſs be laid; 

Undaunted then, o'er Cliffs and Valleys ſtrays; 
d And leads his Vot'ries ſafe thro? pathleſs Ways. 
Not Argus with his hundred Eyes ſhall find, 
Where Cupid goes, tho' he poor Guide is blind. 

The Maiden firſt arriving ſent her Eye | 
To ask, if yet its Chief Delight were nigh: 
With Fear and with Deſire, with Joy and Pain 
She ſees, and runs to meet him on the Plain. 
But oh! his Steps proclaim no Lover's haſte; 
On the low Ground his fix d Regards are caſt ; 
His artful Boſom heaves diſſembled Sighs ; 
And Tears ſuborn'd fall copious from his Eyes. 
With Eaſe, alas! we Credit what we Love: 

His painted Grief does real Sorrow move 
In the afflicted Fair: Adown her Cheek 
Trickling the genuine Tears their Current break. 
Attentive ſtood the mournful Nymph; the Man 
3 Broke Silence firſt; the Tale alternate ran. 


HENRT. 
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r 
Incere O tell me, haſt thou felt a Pain, 
Emma, beyond what Woman knows to feign! 
Has thy uncertain Boſom evet ſtrove 
With the firſt Tumults of a real Love? 
Haſt thou now dreaded, and now bleſt his Sway; 
By turns averſe, and joyful to obey? 
Thy Virgin Softneſs haſt thou &er bewail'd ; 
As Reaſon yielded, and as Love prevail'd? 
And wept the potent God's reſiſtleſs Dart, 
His killing Pleaſure, his Extatick Smart, 
And heav'nly Poiſon thrilling thro' thy Heart! 
If ſo; with Pity view my wretched' State ; 
At leaſt deplore, and then forget my Fate: 
To ſome more happy Knight reſerve thy Charms, 
By Fortune favour'd, and ſucceſsful Arms: 
And only, as the Sun's revolving Ray 
Brings back each Year this melancholy Day; 
Permit one Sigh, and ſet apart one Tear, 
Fo an abandon'd Exile's endleſs Care. 
For me, alas! Out-caſt of Human Race, 
Love's Anger only waits, and dire Diſgrace: 
For lo! theſe Hands in Murther ate imb u'd; 
Theſe trembling Feet by Juſtice are purſu'd: 
Fate calls aloud, and haſtens me away; | 
A ſhameful Death attends my longer Stay; 
And I this Night muſt fly from Thee and Love, 
Condemn'd in lonely Woods a baniſh'd Man to rove. 
| EMM A, 


ign? 


Ys; 


* 
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E M M A. 

What is our Bliſs, that changeth with the Moon? 
And Day of Life, that darkens e' er tis Noon? 
What is true Paſſion, if unbleſt it dies? Y 
And where is Emma's Joy, if Henry flies? 

If Love, alas! be Pain; the Pain I bear, 

No Thought can figure, and no Tongue declare. 

Neer faithful Woman felt, nor falſe one feign'd 
The Flames, which long have in my Boſom reign'd 2 
The God of Love himſelf inhabits there, 

With all his Rage, and Dread, and Grief, and Cate: 
His Complement of Stores, and total War. 

Oh ceaſe then coldly to ſuſpe& my Love; 
And let my Deed at leaſt my Faith approve. 
Alas! no Youth ſhall my Endearments ſhare; 
Nor Day, nor Night ſhall interrupt my Care: 

No future Story ſhall with Truth upbraid 

The cold Indiff rence of the Nut-brown Maid: 

Nor to hard Baniſhment ſhall Henry run; 

While careleſs Emma ſleeps on Beds of Down. 

Behold me fix'd, where-e er thou lead'ſt, ro go; 

Friend to thy Pain, and Partner of thy Woe: 

For I atteſt fair Venus, and her Son, 

That! of all Mankind will love but Thee alone. 
HENRT. | 

Let Prudence yet obſtruct thy vent'rous Way; 
And take good heed, what Men will think and ſay: 
That Beauteous Emma · vagrant Courſes took; 
Her Father's Houſe and civil Life forfook; 
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That full of youthful Blood, and fond of Man, 
She to the Woodland with an Exile ran. 

Reflect, that leſſen'd Fame is ne'er regain'd; 
And Virgin Honour once, is always ſtain'd: 
Timely advis'd, the coming Evil ſhun; 

Better not do the Deed, than weep it done. 

No Penance can abſolve our guilty Fame; 

Nor Tears, that waſh out Sin, can waſh out Shame, 
Then fly the ſad Effects of deſp'rate Love; 


And leave a baniſh'd Man thro? lonely Woods to trove, 


E M M A. 
Let Emma's hapleſs Caſe be falſely told 
By the raſh Young, or the ill-natur'd Old: 
Let ev'ry Tongue its various Cenſvure chuſe ; 
Abſolve with Coldneſs, or with Spight accuſe. 
Fair Truth at laſt her Radiant Beams will raiſe; 
And Malice vanquiſht heightens Virtue's Praiſe. 
Let then thy Favour but indulge my Flight; 
O let my Preſence make thy Travels light; 
And potent Venus ſhall exalt my Name 
Above the Rumours of cenſorious Fame: 
Nor from that buſie Demon's reſtleſs Pow*'r 
Will ever Emma other Grace implore, 
Than that this Truth ſheuld to the World be known, 
That I of all Mankind have lov'd but Thee alone. 
| HE NN. 
Rut canft thou wie!d the Sword, and bend the Bow ? 
With active Force repel the ſturdy Foe ? 


When 


in, 


me. 


Ove. 
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When the loud Tumult ſpeaks the Battel nigh; 
And winged Deaths in whiſtling Arrows fly; 
wilt thou, tho* wounded, yet undaunted ſtay? 
Perform thy Part, and ſhare the dangerous Day? 
Then, as thy Strength decays, thy Heart will fail; 
Thy Limbs all trembling, and thy Cheeks all pale, 
With fruitleſs Sorrow Thou, inglorious Maid, 
wilt weep thy Safety by thy Love betray'd: 
Then to thy Friend, by Foes o'er-charg'd, deny 
Thy little uſeleſs Aid, and Coward fly: 
Shen wilt thou curſe the Chance, that made Thee love 
Abaniſh'd Man, condemn'd in lonely Woods to rove. 
E M M A. 

With fatal Certainty Thaleftris knew, 
To ſend the Arrow from the twanging Yew: 
And great in Arms, and foremoſt in the War, 
Zonduca brandiſh'd high the Britiſh Spear. 
Could Thirſt of Vengeance, and Delire of Fame, 
Excite the Female Breaſt with Martial Flame? 
And ſhall not Love's diviner Pow'r inſpire 
More hardy Vertue, and more generous Fire? 

Near thee, miſtruſt not, conſtant P11 abide; 
And fall, or vanquiſh fighting by thy fide. 
Tho! my Inferior Strength may not allow, 
That 1 ſhould bear, or draw the Warrior Bow; 
With ready Hand I will the Shaft ſupply; 
And joy to ſee thy Victor Arrow fly: ; 

Touch'd 


/ * n ew 
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Touch'd in the Battel by the Hoſtile Reed, 


To flop the Wounds my fineſt Lawn I'd tear; 


Bleſt, when my Dangers and my Toils have ſhown, 
That I of all Mankind could love but Thee alone 
E E NN. 

Baut canſt thou, tender Maid, canſt t hou ſuſtain 
Afflictive Want, or Hunger's prefling Pain? 
Thoſe Limbs, in Lawn and ſofteſt Silk array'd, | 
From Sun-beams guarded, and of Winds afraid, 
Will they bear angry Jore? Will they refiſt 
The parchiag Dog- Star, and the bleak North-Eaſt? 

u hen chill'd by adverfe Snows, and beating Rain, 
We tread with weary Steps the long ſome Plain; 
When with hard Toil we ſeek our Evening Food, 
Berries and Acorns, from the neigh'>'ring Wood; 
And find amongſt the Cliffs no other Houſe, 

But the thin Covert of ſome gather'd Boughs; 

Wilt Thou not then reluctant ſend thine Eye 
Around the dreaty Waſte, and weeping 'ry, 
(Tho? then, alas! that Trial be too late) | 

- To findthy Father's Hoſpitable Gate, 

And seats, where Eaſe and Plenty brooding fate ? 0 

Thoſe Seats, wheuce long excluded thou muſt mourn; 

That Gate, ſor ever barr'd to thy Keturn: 

Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fared Love? [rove? 

And hate a baniſh'd Man, condemn'din Woods to 

Rn : E M M A. 


ed 
Should'ſt thou (but Heav'n avert it!) Bend — 


Waſh them with I ears, and wipe them with my Hair; 
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| EMM A. 
_ Thy Kiſe of Fortune did I only wed, 


From its Decline determin'd to recede? 
Hair Did 1 but purpoſe to embark with Thee, 
wo, on the ſmooth Surface of a Summer's Sea, 
one. While gentle Zephyrs play in proſp'rous Gales, 
And Fortune's Favour fills the ſwelling Sails; 
n But would forſake the Ship, and make the Shoar, 
When the Winds whiſtle, and the Tempefls roar? 
No, Henry, no: One Sacred Oath has ty'd. 
” WH Our Loves; One Deſtiuy our Lite ſhall guide; 
Nor Wild, nor Deep our common Way divide. 
ſt; When frem the Cave thou riſeſt with the Day» 
; To beat the Woods, and rouſe the bounding Frey; 
The Cave with Moſs and Branches 111 adorn; 
d, And chearful fit, and wait my Lord's Return. 
And when thou frequent bring'ſt the ſmitten Deer; 
(For ſeldom, Archers ſay, thy Arrows err) 
I'll fetch quick Fewel from the neighb*'ring Woods 
And ſtrike the ſparkling Flint, and dreſs the Food: 
| With humble Duty and officious Haſte, - 
Il! cull the furtheſt Mead for Thy Repaſt: 
| The choiceſt Herbs 1 to Thy Board will bring; 
And draw Thy Water from the freſheſt Spring. 
And when at Night with weary Toil oppreſt, 
Soft Slumbets thou enjoy'ſt, and wholeſome Reſt ; 
Watchful 111 guardthee; 2ad with Midnight Pray r 
d Weary the Gods to keep thee in their Care; 
7 | ; 


wo 


And 


7 
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And joyous ask at Morn's returning Ray, 

If thou haſt Health, and I may bleſs the Day. 
My Thought ſhall fix, my lateſt Wiſh depend 
On Thee; Guide, Guardian, Kinſman, Father, Friend; 
By all theſe ſacred Names be Henry known 
To Emma's Heart; and grateful let Him own, 
That She of all Mankind could love but him alone. 5 

HE NAT. 

Vainly thou tell'ſt me what the Woman's Cale 
Shall in the Wildneſs of the Wood prepare: 
Thou, e' er thou goeſt, unhappꝰ yeſt of thy Kind, 
Muſt leave the Habit, and the Sex behind. 

No longer ſhall thy comely Treſſes break 
In flowing Ringlets on thy Snowy Neck; 

Or ſit behind thy Head, an ample Round, 

In graceful Breeds with various Ribbon bound: 
No longer ſhail the Boddice apt!y lac'd 
From thy full Boſome to thy ſlendex Waſte, 
That Air and Harmony of Shape expreſs, 

Fine by Degrees, and beautifully leſs : 

Nor ſhall thy lower Garments artful Pleat 

From thy fair Side dependent to thy Feet, 

Arm their chaſte Beaurics with a modeſt Pride, 


And double ev'ry Charm they ſeck to hide. 


Th' Ambroſial Plenty of thy ſhining Hair 
Cropt off and loft, ſcarce lower than thy Ear 
Shall ſtand, uncouth ; a Horſe-man's Coat ſhall hide 
Thy taper Shape, and Comelineſs of Side: 

| % The 
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The ſhort Trunk-Hoſe ſhall ſhew thy Foot and Knee 
Licentious, and to common Eye-ſight free; 

And with a bolder Stride, and looſer Air, 
Mingl'd with Men, a Man thou muſt appear. 

Mor Solitude, nor gentle Peace of Mind, 
Miſtaken Maid, ſhalt Thou in Foreſts find: 
'Tis long ſince Cynthia and her Train were there; 
Or Guardian Gods made Innocence their Care. 
Vagrants and Out-laws hall offend thy View; 
(For ſuch muſt be my Friends) a hideous Crew, 
By adverſe Fortune mix'd in Social III; 

Train'd to aſſault, and difciplin'd to kill. 

Their common Loves, a lewd abandon'd Pack, 

The Beadle's Laſh ſtill flagrant on their Back; 

By Sluth corrupted, by Diſorder fed; 

Made bold by Want, and proſtitute for Bread. 

With ſuch muſt Ema hunt the tedious Day; 

Aſſiſt their Violence, and divide their Prey: 

With ſuch She muſt return at ſetting Light; 

Tho' not Partaker, Witneſs of their Night. 

Thy Ear, inur'd to charitable Sounds, 

And pitying Love, muſt feel the hateful Wounds 

Of Jeſt obſcene, and vulgar Ribaldry; 

The ill-bred Queſtion, and the lewd Reply: 

Brought by long Habitude from Bad to Worſe, 

Muſt hear the frequent Oz. h, the direful Curſe, 

That lateſt Weapon of the Wretches War; 

Aud Blaſphemy, ſad Comrade of Deſpair. 
oy | Naw 
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Now, Emma, now the laſt Reflection make, Far 1 
what Thou would'ſt follow what Thou muſt forſake: I The 


By our ill-omen'd Stars and adverſe Heav'n 7 
No middle Object to thy Choice is given: 5 

g : | Un 

Or yield thy Vertue to attain thy Love; oh 

Or leave a baniſh'd Man, condemn'd in Woods to roye. 5 
: E M M A. (if t 

O Grief of Heart! that our unhappy Fates Mac 

Force Thee to ſuffer what dq Honour hates: Thi 
Mix Thee amongft the Bad; or make Thee run The 


Too near the Paths, which Vertue bids Thee ſhun, Leſt 
Yet with her Henry {till let Emma go; | 


With him abhor the Vice, but ſhare the Woe: * 
And ſure my little Heart can never err Let 
Amidſt the worſt; if Henry ſtill be there. Loſ 
Our outward Act is prompted from within; My 
And from the Sinner's Mind proceeds the Sin: Th 
By her own Choice free Vertue is approv'd; 
Nor by the Force of outward Objects mov'd: 
Who has aflay'd no Danger, gains no Praiſe; Na 
In a ſmall Ifle, amidſt the wideſt Seas, Ey 
Triumphant Conſtancy has fix d her Seat: W 
In vain the Syrens ſing, the Tempeſts beat; Or 
Their Flati' ry She rejects, nor fears their Threats · 0 
For Thee alone theſe little Charms I dreſt; W 
Condemn'd them, or abſol vd them by thy Teſt: W 
In comely Figure rang'd my Jewels none; 4 


or negligently plac'd, fo 25 * * For 


4 
i ; 


* 
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For Thee again they ſhall be laid aſide ; 
The Woman, Henry, ſhall put off her Pride 1 
ror Thee; my Cloaths, my Sex exchang'd, for 1 

Thee, | : 
b mingle with the Peoples wretched Lee; 
(oh! Line extream of human Infamy !) 

Wanting the Sciſſars, and my Hands ſhall tear 

{if that obſtructs my Flight) this load of Hair: 

Black Soot or yellow 'Walnut ſhall diſgrace 

This little Red and White of Emma's Face: 

Theſe Nails with Scratches ſhall deform my Breaſt, 

Leſt by my Look or Colour be expreſs'd [dreſs'd. 

The Mark of onght high born, or ever better 

Yet in this Commerce, under this Diſguiſe, 

Let Me be grateful ſtill to Henr;'s Eyes: 

Loſt to the World, let me to Him be known: 

My Fate I can abſolve, if He ſhall own, 

That leaving all Mankind, I love but Him alone, 
H E N A r. 

O wildeſt Thought of an abandon'd Mind! 
Name, Habit, Parents, Woman left behind> 
Ev'n Honour dubigus, thou preſerr'ſt to g o 
Wild to the Woods with me; ſaid Emma ſo? 

Or did I dream what Emma never ſaid? 

O guilty Error! and oh wretched Maid! 

Whole roving F#acy would reſolve the ſame 

t: with Him, who next fibuld tempt her eaſie Fame; 
And blow with empty Words the ſuſceptible Flame. 


Tove. 


hun. 
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Now a ſhould dubious Terms thy Mind perplex} 
Confeſs thy Frailty, and avow the Sex: 

No longer looſe Deſire for conſtant Love 
Miſtake; but ſay tis Man, with whom chou long/tty 
E M M A. 

Are there not Poiſons, Wracks, and Flames, and 
That Emma thus muſt die by Henrys Words? [Swords 
Yet what could Swords,or Poiſon, Wracks or Flame 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle Frame? 
More fatal H.nry's Words; they murder Emma's 

Fame. 

And fall theſe Wing from that 3 Tongue, 
Where civil Speech and ſoft Perſuaſion hung ? 

W hoſe artful Sweetneſs and harmonious Strain 

Courting my Grace, yet court ing it in vain; 

Call'd Sighs, and Tears, and Wiſhes to its Aid: 

And, whilſt it Henry's glowing Flame convey'd, 

still blam'd the Coldneſs of the Nut brown Maid. 
Let envious Jealouſie and canker'd Spight 

| Produce my Action to ſevereſt Light; 

And tax my open Day, or ſecret Night. 

Did e' er my Tongue ſpeak my unguarded Heart 

The leaſt inclin'd to play the Wanton's Part ? 

Did &er my Eye One inward Thought reveal, 

Which Angels might not hear, and Virgins tel]? 

And haſt thou, Henry, in my Conduct known 7 

One Fault, but that which 1 muſt ever own, | 
That I of all Mankind haye loy'd but Thee alone? 

ö HE NAT. 

/ 
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ex} HENRI. 
vainly thou talk'ſt of loving Me alone: 
Each Man is Man, and all the Sex is One. 
”(tto Ml Falſe are our Words, and fickle is our Mind; 
Nor in Love's Ritual can we ever find 


and vous made to laſt, or Promiſ es to bind. 
By Nature prompted, and for Empire made, 
ws Alike by Strength or Cunning we invade: 
When arm'd with Rage ve march againſt the Foe ; 
We lift the Battel-Ax, and draw the Bow: 
When fir'd with Paſſion we attack the Fair; 
gde, ¶ Deluſive Sighs and brittle Vows we bear: 
Our Falſhood and our Arms have equal uſe, 
As they our Conqueſt or Delight produce. 
The fooliſh Heart thou gav'ſt, again receive; 
(The only Boon departing Love can give :) 
To be leſs Wretched, be no longer Tue : 4 i 
What firives to fly Thee, why ſhould'ſt thou = 


purſue ? 

orget the Preſent Flame; indulge a New. 

| Single the lovelieſt of the amorous Youth; 
t sk for his Yow ; but hope not for his Truth: 1 
The next Man (and the next thou ſhalt believe) N 
; ill pawn his Gods, intending to deceive; 
11? ill kneel, implore, perſiſt, o'ercome, and leave. W 
Hence let thy Cupid aim his Arrows right; | bi 
ze Wiſe, and Falſe ; ſhun Trouble; ſeck Delight; 

hange Thou the firſt ; nor wait thy Lover's Flight. 
5 | K | Why 
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Why ſhouldſt thou ade? let Nature judge our Caſe! A 

I ſaw Thee Young, and Fair; purſu'd the Chaſe * 
Of Youth, and Beauty : 1 another ſaw ; 
Fairer, and Younger; yielding to the Law Th 
Of our all- ruling Mother, I puriu'd He 
More Youth, more Beauty: Bleſt Viciſſitude! 8 
My active Heart ſtill keeps its priſtine Flame; Wi 
The Object alter'd, the Deſire the ſame. PII 
This Younger Fairer pleads her rightful Cham; oY 
With preſent Power compels me to her Arms. (Fo 
And much I fear from my ſubjected Mind, * 
(If Beauty's Force to conſtant Love can bind) is 
That Years may roll, e'er, in Her turn, the Maid Fat 
Shall weep the Fury of my Love decay'd: Y 
And weeping follow me, as Thou doſt now, Au 
With idle Clamours of a broken Vow. Wil 
Nor can the wildneſs of thy Wiſhes err Wh 
So wide, to hope that Thou may'ſt live with Her, Ref 
Love, well thou know'ft, no Partnerſhip allows: Wit 
Cupid averſe rejects divided Vows. on 
Then from thy fooliſh Heart, vain Maid, remove ny 
An uſeleſs Sorrow, and an il!-itarr'd Love; bp 
And leave me w. th the Fair, at large in W eods to rote wt 
E M M A. The 

Axe we in Life thro' one great Errorled? A P 
Is each Man perjur'd, and each Nymph betray'd? * 
1 


Of the Superior Sex art thou the worſt? 
Am 1 of Mine the moſt compleatly 'curſt ? 


Yet 


2 
* 
=. 
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Yet let me go with Thee, and going prove, 
From what I will endure, how much 1 love. 

This potent Beauty, this Triumphant Fair, 
This happy Object of our diff'rent Care, 
Her let me follow; Her let me attend, 
A Servant: (She may ſcorn the Name of Friend.) 
What She demands inceſſant I'Il prepare; 
Vl weave Her Garlands, and I'll pleat Her Hair: 
My buſie Diligence ſhall deck Her Board; 
(For there at leaſt ! may approach my Lord:) 
And when Her Henry's ſofter Hours adviſe 
His Servant's Ablence; with dejeted Eyes 
ad Far I'll recede, and Sighs forbid to rife. 

Yet when encreaſing Grief brings ſlow Diſeaſe; 
And ebbing Life, on Terms ſevere as theſe, 
Will have its lictle Lamp no longer fed; 
When Henry's Miſtreſs ſhows him Emma dead; 
Reſcue my poor Remains from vile Neglect; 
With Virgin Honours let my Herſe be deck'd, 
And decent Emblem; and at leaſt periuade 
This happy Nymph, that Emma may be laid, 
Where 1hou, dear Author of my Death, where She 
With frequent Eye my Sepulchre may ſee. 
The Nymph amidſt her Joys may haply breath 
A pious Sigh, refleQting on my Death: 
And the ſad Fate which She may one Day prove, 
Who hopes from Henry's Vows Eternal Love, 

5 K 2 And 


r Caſe 
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arms; 
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And Thou forſworn, Thou cruel, as Thou art, 
If Emma's Image ever touch'd thy Heart; 


Thou ſure mult give one Thought, and drop one Text, 


To Her whom Love abandon'd to Deſpair; 
To Her, who dying, on the wounded Stone 
Bid it in laſting Characters be known, 
12 of Mankind She lov'd but Thee alone. 
HE VX. 

Hear, ſolemn Jove; and conſcious Venus hear : 
And thou, bright Maid, believe Me, whilſt 1 ſwear, 
No Time, no Change, no future Flame ſhall move 
The well-plac'd Baſis of my laſting Love. 
© Powerful Virtue! © victorious Fair! 

Ar leaſt excuſe a Trial too ſevere; 
Receive the Triumph, and forget the War. 

No baniſh'd Man condem'd in Woods to roye 
Intreats thy Pardou, and implores thy Love: 
No perjund Knight deſires to quit thy Arms, 
Faireft Collection of thy Sexes Charms, 

Crown of my Love, and Honour of my Youth, 
Henry, thy Henry with Eternal Truth, 

As Thou may'ſt wiſh, ſhall all his Life imploy, 
And found his Glory in his Emma's Joy. 

m Me behold the Fotent Edgars Heir, 
IIluſtrious Earl; Him terrible in War 

Let Lehre confeſs; for She has felt his Sword; 
And tteambling fled before the Britiſb Lord, 
Him 
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Him great in Peace and Wealth fair Deva Ehows 3 ; 
ror ſhe amidſt his ſpacious Meadows flows : 
luclines her Urn upon his fatten'd Lands; 
and ſees. his numerous Herds impcint her Sands. 
and Thou, my Fair, my Dove, ſhalt raiſe thy Thought: 
To Greatneſs next to Empite; ſhalt be brought, 
With ſolemn Pomp, to my Faternal Seat, 
Where Peace and Plenty on Thy Word ſhall wait. 
Matick and Song ſhall wake the Martiage- Day 
And while the Prieſts accuſe the Bride's Delay; 
Myrtles and Roſes ſhall obſtruct her Way. 

Friendſhip ſhall till Thy Evening Feaſts adorn ; 
And blooming Peace ſhall ever bleſs Thy Morn. 
Succeeding Years their happy Race ſhall run; 

And Age unheeded by Delight come on; 

While yet Superior Love ſhall mock his Pow'r: 
And when old Time ſhall turn the fated Hour, 
Which only can our well-ty'd Knot unfold; 
What reſts of Both one Sepulchre ſhall hold. 

Hence then for ever from my Emma's Breaft 
(That Heav'n of Softneſs, and that Seat of Reſt) 
Ye Doubts and Fears, and all that know to move ) 
Tormenting Grief, and ali that trouble Love: 
Scatter'd by Winds recede, and wild in Foreſts rove, 

E A1 M A. | 'F 

O Day the faireſt ſure that ever roſe! | 

Period * * anxious Emma's Woes; 
K 3. | 
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Sire of her Joy, and Source of her Delight ; 
O wing'd with Pleaſure take thy happy Flight; 
And give each future Morn a TinRure of thy White. 
et tell thy Vota'ry, potent Queen of Love, 
Henry, my Henry, will He never rove ? 

Will He be ever Kind, and Juſt, and Good? 
And is there yet no Miſtreſs in the Wood? 


None, none there is: The Thought was raſh and vain; 


A filſe Idea, and a fancy'd Pain. 

Doubt ſhall for ever quit my ſtrengt hen'd Heart; 

And anxious Jealouſie's corroding Smart; 

Nor ot her Inmate ſhall inhabit there, 

But ſoft Belief, young Joy, and pleaſing Care. 
Hence let the Tides of Plenty ebb and flow; 

And Fort une's various Gale unheeded blow: 

If at my Feet the Suppliant Goddeſs ſtands; 

And ſheds her Treaſures with unweary'd Hands; 

Her preſent Favour cautious I'll embrace; 

And not unthankful uſe the proffer'd Grace: 

If the reclaims the Temporary Boon; 

And tries her Pinions, fluit'ring to be gone 

Secure of Mind Pll obviate her Intent; 

And unconcern'd return the Good the lent: 

Nor Happineſs can l, nor Miſery feel, 

From any Turn of her Fantailic Wheel: 


Friendſhip's great Laws, and Love's ſuperior Pow'r, 


Muſt mack the Colour of my future Hour, 
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from the Events which thy Commands create, 
1 muſt my Bleſſings or my Sorrows date; 
And Henry's Will muſt dictate Emma's Fate. 

Yet while with cloſe Delight and inward Pride 
(Which from the World my cate ful Soul ſhall hide) 
| ſee Thee, Lord and End of my Delite, 

Exalted high as Virtue can require; 

with Pow'r inveſted, and with Pleaſure 1 ; 
sought by the Good, by the Oppreſlor fear'd ; 
Loaded and bleſt with all the affluent Store, 

Which human Vows at ſmoaking Shrines implore z 
Gratetul and humble grant me to employ 

My Life, ſubſer vient only to thy Joy; 

And at my Death to bleſs thy Kindneſs mown 

To Her, who of Mankind could love but Thee alone. 


Hile thus the confiant Pair alternate ſaid; 
Joyful above them and around them play'd 
Angels and ſportive Loves, a numerous Crow'd ; 
Smiling they clapt their Wings, and low they bow'd: 
They tumbled all their little Quivers o'er, 
To chuſe propitious Shafts; a precious Store: 
That when their God ſhould take his future Darts, 
To ſtrike (however rarely) conſtant Hearts; 
His happy Skill might proper Arms imploy, 
All tipt with Pleaſure, and all wing'd with Joy: 
And thoſe, they vow'd, whoſe Lives ſuculd imitate 
Theſe Lovers Conſt ncy, ſhouid ſhare their Fate. 
K 4 The 
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the Queen of Beauty ſtop'd her bridled Doves; 
App v'd the little Labour of the Loves; | 
Wasſ proud and pleas'd the mutual Vow to hear; Ty 
And; to the Triumph call'd the God of War: 
Soon as She calls, the God is always near. 
Now Mars, ſhe ſaid, let Fame exalt her Voice; As 
Nor let thy Conqueſts only be her Choice: Tt 


But when She ſings great Edward from the Field Tt 
Return'd, the Hoſtile Spear and Captive Shield 4s 
In concord s Temple hung, and Callia taught to yield. Fri 
And when as prudent Saturn ſhall compleat 4p 
The Years defign'd to perfect Britain's State; 15 
The ſwift- wing d Power ſhall take her Trump again ah 
To ſing Her Fav'rite Anna's wond'rous Reign; a8 


To recolle& unweary*d' Merlbrs's Toils, 

Old Rufus Hall unequal to his Spoils; 

The Britiſh Soldier from his High Command 

Glorious, and Gaul thrice Vanquiſh'd by his Hand: 

Let Her at leaſt perform what 1 deſire ; 

With ſecond: Zreath the Vocal Braſs inſpire; 

And tell the: Nations in no- Vulgar Strain, 

What Wars I manage, and what Wreaths I gain, 
And when Thy Tumults and Thy Fights are paſt; 

And when Thy Laurels at my Feet are caſt; 

Faithful may'ſt Thou like Britiſi Henry prove; 

And NHmma- like let me return Thy Love. 
Renown'd for Truth let all Thy Sons appear; 

And conſtant Beauty ſhall reward their Care. 


Mar 
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Mars ſmil'd and bow'd; the Cyprian Deity 

3 Turn'd to the glorious Ruler of the Sky: 

And Thou, She ſmiling ſaid, Great God of Days 

And Verſe, behold my Deed; and ſing my Praiſe. 

As on the Britiſb Earth, my Fav'rite Iſle, 

Thy gentle Rays and kindeſt Influence ſmile; 

| Thro' all her laughing Fields and verdant Groves, 
Proclaim with Joy theſe memorable Loves. ol 

N From ev'ry annual Courſe let one great Day, 

To celebrated Sports and Floral Play 

Be ſet aſide; and in the ſofteſt Lays 

Of Thy Poetic Sons, be ſolemn Praiſe, 

And everlaſting Marks of Honour paid 

To the true Lover, aud the Nut-brown Maid. 
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Written in Imitation of Spencer's Style. 


Te non paventis funera Galliæ, 
Duræque tellus audit Iberia: 
Te cæde gaudeutes Sicambri 
Compoſitis venerantur armis. Hor. 


1 
1111. 


THE 5 
y r ACE 


THEN I firſt thought of Writing upon this Oc- 

caſion, I found the Ideas ſo great and nume- 
rous, that I judg'd them more proper for the Warmth 
of an Ode, than for any other ſort of Poetry; I there. 
fore ſet Horace before me for a Pattern, and particu- 
larly his famous Ode, the Fourtb of the Fourth Books 


Qualem miniſtrum fulminis Alitem, Cc. 


which he Writ in Praiſe of Druſus after bis Expedi- 
tion into Germany, and of Auguſtus upon his happy 
choice of that General : And in the following Poem, 
tho I haue endeaveur'd to Imitate all the great Strokes 
of that Ode, I bave taken the Liberty to go off from 
it, and add variouſly, as the Subject and my own J- 
magination carry 'd me: As to the Stile, the Choice I 
made of following the Ode in Latin, determin'd me 
in Engliſh to the Stanza; and herein it was impoſſi- 
ble not to have @ Mind t0 follow our great Conntry- 
man Spencer, which I have done (as well at leaf 
as I could) in the Manner of my Rupre ſſſen, and the 
Turn of my Numbers: Having only added one Verſe 
ts his Stanza, which I thought made the Number more 
| 2 


The PREFACE. 
Harmonious; and avoided ſuch of his Words 41 
found too obſolete; I have Fowever retain'd ſome ſen 
o them, to make the Co'ouring lik more like Spen- 
cer's, Beheft, Command; Band, Army ; Proweſs, 
Strength ; I weet, I know; I ween, I think; 
whilom, herrtofore; and trre or three more of that 
kind, which I hope the Ladies will pardon me, and 
not judge my Mule leſs kandſome, tho" for once ſhe ap- 
pears in 4 Farthingal. I have alſo, in Spencer“ 


varia, Bavar for that Prince, Iſter fer Danube, Ibe- 
ria jor Spain, Ce. 
That noble Part of the Ode 7 juſt now mention'd, 


Gens, quz cremato Fortis ab IIio 
Jactata Tſcis xquoribus, gc ------- 


where Horace praiſes the Romans as being Deſcend- 
ed from Eneas, I have turn'd to the Hencur of the 
| Britiſh Nation, deſcended ſrom Brute, likewiſe a Tro- 
jan. That this Brute, Fowth or Fifth from Aneas, 
ſettled in England, ana built London, which ke calld 
Troja Nova, er Troynovante, is à Story which (1 
think) owes its Original to Geoffry of Monmouth, 
and the Monkiſh V'riters; yet Our Great Cambden 
does not reject it; aud Milton tells it, as if at leaſt 
Fe was pleas'd with it, tho" poſſibly he does not le- 
lieve it : It carries len et er a Poetical Authority, 
which is ſufficient for our Purpoſe, It is as certain 
that Brute came into England, as that Aneas went 

into 


Manner, wſed Cæſar for the Emp:ror, Boya for Ba- 


The PREFACE. 


inte Italy 3 and upon the Suppoſuion of theſe Fa 7. Vit- 
gil writ tle beſt Poem that the World ever read, 
4nd Spencer paid Queen Elizabeth te great ſt Com- 
liment. | 

I need not Obviate one piece of Criticiſm, that I bring 
my Hero 


From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with 
Blood: 


whereas he was not born, when that City was deſtroy'd. 
Virgil, in the Caſe of His own Aneas relating to Di- 
do, will ſtand as a ſufficient Proof, that a Man in 
his Poetical Capacity is not accountable for a little Fault 
in Chronology. 

My Two Great Examples, Horace and spencer, in 
many Things reſemble each other; Both have 4 Height 
of Imagination, and a Majeſty of Expreſſion in De- 
ſcribing the Sublime; and both know to temper tho ſe 
Talents, and ſweeten the Deſcription, ſo as to make it 
Lovely as well as Pompous: Both have equally that 
agreeable Manner of mixing Morality with their Story, 
and that Curioſa Foelicitas in the Choice of their Di- 
tion, which every Writer aims at, and ſo very fem 
have reach d: Both are particularly Fine in their Ima- 
ges, and Knowing in their Numbers. Leaving therefore 
our Two Maſters to the Conſideration and Study of 
thoſe who deſizn to Excel in Poetry, I only beg leave 
to add, ( as to my own 28 That it is long ſince I 
bave, 


The PREFACE. 
have, or at leaf ought to have, quitted Parnaſſus, 4nd 9255 
all the flow'ry Reads on that Side the Country ; thi 3 
I thought my ſelf indiſpenſably oblig*d, upon the pre 
ſent Occaſion, to take à little Journey inte thoſe Parts, 
Now if the Reader will be geod enough te Pardon mg 
this Excurſion, I declure I will not trouble him agan 
in this kind, till my Lord Duke of Marlborough gain 
another Victory, greater than thoſe of Blenheim and 
Ramillies. ( 


AN 


0 D 0 


| | Humbly Inſcrib'd to the 
0-6 3 © 
( I. 
Hen Great Auguſtus govern'd Ancient Rome, 
And ſent his Legions forth to Foreign Wars; 
Abroad when Dreaded, and belov'd at Home, 
He ſaw his Fame encreaſing with his Years; 
Horace Great Bard, ſo Fate ordain'd, aroſe ; 
And Bold, as were his Countrymen in Fight, 
Snatch'd their fair Actions from degrading Proſe ; 
And ſet their Battels in Eternal Light: 
High as their Trumpets, Tune his Lyre he ſtrung; 
And with his Prince's Arms he moraliz'd his Song, | 
II. | 
When Bright Eliza ruPd Britannia's State, 
Widely diſtributing her high Commands; 
And boldly Wiſe, and fortunately Great, 
Freed the glad Natiens from Tyrannick Bands; 
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An Equal Genius was in Spencer found ; 
To the high Theme he maten'd his Noble Lays; 
He travell'd England o'er on Fairy Ground, 
In MyRick Notes to Sing his Monarch's Praiſe; 
Reciting wond'rous Truths tn picaliag Dreams, 
He deck'd Eliza's Head with Glriuna's Beams. 
1II. 

But, Greateſt Anna! while Thy Arms purſue 
Paths of Renown, and climb Aſcents of Fame, 
Which nor Auguſtus, nor Eliza knew; 
What Poet ſhall be found to Sing Thy Name? 
What Numbers ſhall Record, What Tongue ſhall ſay 
Thy Wars on Land, Thy Triumphs on the Main? 
O Faireſt Model of Imperial Sway ! 
What Equal Pen ſhall write Thy wond'rous Reign? 
Who thall Attempts and Feats of arms rehearſe, 
Not yet by story told, nor parallel'd by Verſe? 

| 1. 

Mie all too mean for ſuch a Task I weet? 
et if the Sovereign Lady daign'd to Smile; 
Id follow Horace with impetuous Heat; 
And cloath the Verſe in Spencer's Native stile. 
By theſe Examples rightly taught to Sing, 
And (mit with Pleaſure of my Country's Praiſe, 
stretching the Plumes of an.uncommon Wing, 
High as Ol;mpss I my Flight would raiſe : 
And lateſt Times ſhould in my Numbers read 
Anna's Immortal Fame, and Marlbri” s hardy Deed. 

l RE. V. As 


Be 
So 
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V. 

As the Strong Eagle in the ſilent Wood, 
Mindleſs of warlike Rage, and hoſtile Care, 
Plays round the rocky Cliff, or Cryſtal Flood, 
Till by Fove's high Beheſts call'd out to War, 
And charg'd with Thunder of his angry King, 
His Boſom with the vengeful Meſſage glows: 
Upward the Noble Bird directs his Wing; 
And tow'ring round his Maſter's Earth-born Foes, 
Swift he collects his fat al Stock of Ire; 
Lifts his fierce Talon high, and darts the forked Fire: 

| VI. 

Sedate and calm thus Victor Maribrô (ate 
Shaded with Laurels, in his Native Land ; 
'Till Anna calls him from his ſoft Retreat, 
And gives Her Second Thunder to his Hand: 
Then leaving ſweet Repoſe, and gentle Eale, 
With ardent Speed He ſeeks the diſtant Foe; 
Matching o'er Hills and Vales, o'er Rocks and Seas, 
He meditates, and ſtrikes the wond'rous Blow: 
Our Thought flies flower than Our General's Fame; 
Graſps He the Bolt? we ask; when he has hurl'd 

the Flame, | 


VII. 
When fierce Bavar on Fudoign's ſpacious Plain 
Did from afar the Briti/h Chief behold ; 
Bet wixt Deipair, and Rage, and Hope, and Pain, 
Something within his warring Bolom roll'd ; 


| 
| 


He 


2 


5 —— 
———— —— — 


2 


212 Poems on ſeveral Occafions. 


Hie views that Faw'rite of Indulgent Fame, 
Whom whilom he had met on Iſter's Shoar : Ye! 
Too well, alas! the Man he knows, the ſame, And 
Whoſe Proweſs there repell'd the Boyan Pow'r; Tis 


And ſent Them trembling thro? the frighted Lands, Fron 
Swift as the hiclwind drives Arabia's ſcatter dSands, Imp? 


V111, 1 
His former Loſſes he forgets to grieve; If o 
Abſolves his Fate, if with a kinder Ray _- 
It now would, ſhine, and only give him leave Kigh 
To Balance the Account of Bleubeim's Day. For 
So the fell Lion in the lonely Glade, 1 
(His Side ſtill ſmarting with the Hunter's Spear) 
Tho? deeply wounded, no way yet diſmay'd; = 
Roars terrible, and meditates new War ws 
In ſullen Fury traverſes the Plain, wh 
To find the vent'zous Foe, and Battel him * ow 
8 
Miſguided Prince, no longer urge thy Fate; . 
Nor tempt the Hero to unequal War; Thi 
Fam'd in Misfortune, and in Ruin Great, hp 
Confeſs the Force of Marubrò's ſtronger: Star. of 
Thoſe Laurel Groves (the Merits of thy Youth) WI 
Which thou from Mahomer didſt greatly gain, 
* While bold Aſſeor of reſiſtleſs Truth, f 
| Thy Sword did Godlike Liberty maintain; ” 
Muſt from thy Brow their falling Honours ſhed ; 5 


And their tranſplanted Wreaths muſt deck a worthier 'T 
Head, X. Yer 


s, 
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| Yet ceaſe the Ways of Providence to blame; 
And Human Faults with Human Grief confeſs; 


'Tis Thou art chang'd, while Heav*n is ſtill the ſame . 


From thy ill Councils date thy ill Succeſs: 
Impartial Juſtice holds Her equal Scales, 
Till ſtronger Vertue does the Weight incline; 
If over Thee thy glorious Foe prevails ; 
He now Defends the Cauſe, that once was Thine. 
Righteous the War, the Champion ſhall ſubdue ; 
For Jove's great Handmaid, Power, muſt Jove's 

Decrees purſue. 

XI. 

Hark! the dire Trumpets ſound their ſhrill Alarms: 
Auverquerque, branch'd from the renown'd Naſſaws, 
Hoary in War, and bent beneath his Arms, ; 
His Glorious Sword with Dauntleſs Courage draws. 
When anxious Britain mourn'd her parting Lord, 
And all of Malliam that was Mortal Dy'd; 

The faithful Hero had receiv'd this Sword 
From His expiring Maſter's much lov'd Side. 
Oft from its fatal Ire has Louis flown, 


Where· e er Great William led, or Maeſe and Sinden | 


XII. 
But brandiſh'd high, in an ill-omen'd Hour 
To Thee, proud Gaul, behold thy juſteft Fear, 
The Maſter Sword, Diſpoſer of thy Power; 
'Tis that which Ceſar gave the Britiſi Peer: 
He 
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He took the Gift; Nor ever will 1 ſheath 
This Steel, (ſo Anne's high Be heſts Ordain) 
The General ſaid, unleſs by Glorious Death 
Abſolv'd, till Conqueſt has confirm d your Reign. 
Returns like theſe Our Miſtreſs bids us make, 
When from a Foreign Prince a Gift Her Britons take 
XIII. 
And now fierce Gallia ruſhes on her Foes, 
Her Force augmented by the Boyan Bands + 
So Volga's Stream, increas'd by Mountain Snows, 
Rolls with new Fury down thro' Ruſſi's Lands. 
Like two great Rocks againſt the raging Tide, 
(If Vertue's Force with Nature's we compare) 
Unmoy'd the Two united Chiefs abide; 
Suſtain the Impulſe, and receive the War: 
Round their firm Sides in vain the Tempeſt beats; 
And ſtill the foaming Wave with leſſen'd Pow'! 
X1V. [retreats 
The Rage diſpers'd, the Glorious Pair advance, 
with mingl'd Anger, and collected Might, 
To turn the Wer; and tell aggreſſing France, 
How Britain's Sons, and Britain's Friends can fight, 
On Conqueſt tix'd, and covetous of Fame, 
Beho!d *em ruſhing thro? the Gallic Hoſt: 
Thro' ſtarding Corn ſo runs the ſudden Flame, 
Or Eaſtern Winds along Sici.ia's Coaſt. 
They deal their Terrors to the adverſe Nation 
Pale Death attends — and ghaſtly Deſolation 
| XV. But 


ien. 


ke · 


ol 


XV. 

But while with fierceſt Ire Bellona glows ; 
And Europe rather tiopes than Fears Her Fate: 
While Britain preſſes Her afflicted Foes: 
What Horror damps the Strong, and quells the Great? 
Whence look the Soldiers Cheeks diſmay*d and pale? 
Erſt ever dreadful, know they now to dread? 
The MHoſtile Troops, 1 ween, aimoſt prevail; 
And the Purſuers only not recede: 
Alas! their leſſen'd Rage proclaims their Grief; 
Fot anx.ous, lo! they croud around t heir fallingChief. 

XVI. 

I thank Thee, Fate, exclaims the fierce Bavar; 
Let Boya's Trumpet grateiul 7o's ſound; 
Ifaw Him fall, their Thunderbolt of War, 
Ever to vengeance ſacred be the Ground — 
Vain Wiſh ! ſhort Joy! the Hero mounts again 
In greater Glory, and with fuller Light: 
The Ev'ning Star ſo falls into the Main, 
To riſe at Morn more prevalently bright. 
He riſes ſafe, but near, too near his Side, 
A good Man's grievous Loſs, a faithful Servant dy'd. 

5 XVII. | 

Propitious Mars! the Battel is regain'd; 
The Foe with leſſen'd Wrath diſputes the Field; 
The Briten fights, by fav'ring Gods ſuftain'd; 
Freedom muſt live; and lawleſs Power muſt yield. 


Vain 
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Vain now the Tales which fab'ling Poets tell, 

That wav'ring Congueſ# ſtill deſires to rove; 

In Marlbro's Camp the Goddeſs knows to dwell; 

Long as the Hero's Life remains her Love. 

Again France flies, again the Duke purſues ; 

And on Ramillia's Plains He Blenheim's Fame renews, 
XVIII. 

Great Thanks, O Captain great in Arms! receive, 

From thy Triumphant Country's publick Voice: 

Thy Country greater Thanks can only give 


To Anne, to Her who made thoſe Arms Her Choice. 


Recording Schellenberg's and Blenheim's Toils, 
We dreaded left Thou ſhould*ſ thoſe Toils repeat: 
We view'd the Palace charg'd with Gallic Spoils; 
And in thoſe Spoils we thought thy Pratſe compleat; 
For never Greek, we deem'd, nor Reman Knight, 
In Characters like theſe did e' er his Acts indite. 
XIX. | 
Yet mindleſs ſtill of Eaſe Thy Virtue flies 
A Pitch, to Old and Modern Times unknown: 
Thoſe goodly Deeds which We ſo highly prize, 
Imperfect ſeem, great Chief, to Thee alone. aid; 
Thoſe Heights where William's Virtue might have 
And on the Subject World look'd ſafely down; 
By Marlbrs paſs*d, the Props and Steps were made 
; Sublimer yet to raiſe his Queen's Renown: 
still gaining more, ſtill lighting what He gain'd, 
Nought done the Her deem'd, while ought un- 
done remain'd, XX. When 
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| . 

when ſwift-wing'd Rumour told the mighty Gaul, 
How leſſen'd from the Field Bavar was fle; 
He wept the Swiftneſs of the Champion's Fall; 
and thus the Royal Treaty-Breaker ſaid: 
And lives he yet, the Great, the Loſt Bavar, 
Ruin to Gallia, in the Name of Friend? 
Tell me how far has Fortune been ſevere? 
Has the Foe's Glory, or our Grief an End? 
Remains there, of the Fifty Thouſand loſt, 


To ſave our threaten'd Realm, or guard our ſhatter'd 


85 [Coaſt? 
To the cloſe Rock the frighted Raven flies; 
zoon as the riſing Eagle cuts the Air: 
The ſhaggy Wolf unſeen and trembling lyes; 
When the hoarſe Roar proclaims the Lion near. 
Ii-tarr'd did We our Forts and Lines forſake, 
To dare our Britiſh Foes to open Fight: 
Our Conqueſt We by Stratagem ſhould make; 
Our Triumph had been founded in our Flight: 
'Tis Ours, by Craft and by Surprize to gain; 
'Tis Theirs, to meet in Arms, aud Battel in the Plain. 
XXII. 
The ancient Father of this Hoſtile Brood, 
Their boaſted Brute, undaunted ſnatch'd his Gods 
from burning Troy, and Xanthus red with Blood; 
and fix' d on Silver Thames his dire Abodes ; 
| 1 And 
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= By Heav'n ordain'd, my Sons, your kiſting Place : 
+  Supetior here to all cte Bolts of Fare 
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And this be Troynovante, he faid, the Seat 


Live, mindful of the Author of your Race; 

Whom neither Greece, nor War, nor Want, nor Flame, 

Nor Great Peleides“ Aim, nor Fano's Rage could tame. 
XXIII. 

Their T»dor's hence and Stwarr's Off- ſpting flow; 
Hence Edæ ard dreadful with his Sable Shield; 
Talbet to Gallia's Pow'r Eternal Foe; | 

And Sexwonr fam'& in Council, or in Field: 
Hence Nevill Great to Settle or Dethrone; 

And Drake and Ca'ndith Terrors of the Sea: 
Hence Butler's Sons, o'er Land and Ocean knevn; 
Herbert's, and Churchill's Warring Progeny : 

Hence the long Roll which Gu“ ſhould' conceal; 
For oh! Who vanquiſſ'd, loves the Victors Fame to 


xx Tv. tell? 


Envy'd Britannia, fturdy as the Oak, 

Which on her Mountain Top fic proudly bears, 
Eludes the Ax; and ſprouts againſt the Stroke; 
Strong from her Wounds, and greater by her Wars. 
And as thoſe Teeth, which Ca4ms ſow'd in Earth, 
' Produc'd new Youth, and furniſh'd'freſh Supplies: 
So with young Vigour, and ſucceeding Birth, 

Her Loſſes more than recompenc'd acife; 
And ev'ry Age She with a Race is Crown'd, 


For Letters more Polite, in Battels more Renown'd, 
XXV. Ob- 


How 


to 
T 
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| XXV. 
obſtinate Fuw'e, whottt Nothiag can tepel : 
Not the fierce Farm, nor the cruet Dane ; | 
Nor deep Impreffion' of rhe NV Steet; 
Nor Europe s Force amifs'd by envious Spabt; 
Nor France om Univerfal Sway inter, 
Oft breaking Leagues, and oft renewing Wars: 
Nor (frequent kane of veakenꝰd Government) 


Their own inteftine' Peuds, and mutual J ars: 


Thoſe Feuds and Jars in which I truſted more, 
Than in Troops, and Fleets, and all theGallic o 
XXVI. | 
To fit ful Nhems, or fair Lutetia's Gate, 
what Tidings ſhall the Meſſenger convey ? 
Shall the loud Herauld our Succeſs relate? 
Or mitred Prieſt appoint the Solemn Day ? 
Alas! my Praiſes they no more muſt Sing; 
And to my Statue they muſt Bow no more: 
Broken, repuls'd is their Immortal King; 
Fall'n, fali'n, for ever, is the Gallic Pow'r----- 
The Woman Chief is Maſter of the War : f 
Earth She has freed by Arms; and vanquiſh'd * n 
by Prayer. 


XXVII. 
whilf thus the ruin'd Foe's Deſpair commends 
Thy Council and Thy Deed, Victorious Queen; 
What ſhall Thy Subje&s ſay, and what Thy Friends? 
How ſhall Thy Triumphs in our Joy be ſeen? 
| | L 2 Oh! 
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Oh! daign to let the Eldeſt of the Nine 

Recite Britannia Great, and Gallia Free; 

Oh! with her Siſter Sculpture let her join, 

To raiſe, Great Anne, the Monument to Thee: 

To Thee, of all our Good the Sacred Spring: 

To Thee, our deareſt Dread; to Thee, our (; n KING. 
XXVIII. 

Let Europe ſav'd the Column high erect, . 
Than Trajan's higher, or than Antonine's; - 
Where ſembling Art may carve the fair Effect, 
And full Atchievement of Thy great Deſigns. 
An a calm Heav'n, and a ſerener Air, 

Sublime, the Queen ſhall on the Summet ſtand; 
From Danger far, as far remov'd fiom Fear; 

And pointing down to Earth her dread Command, 
All Winds, all Storms that threaten Human Woe, 
Shall fink beneath her Feet, and ſpread their Rage 


NR. [below. 

There Fleets ſhall ſtrive by Winds and Waters toſt; 
Till the young Auſtrian on Iberia's Strand, 
'Great as Aneas on the Latian Coaſt, | 
Shall fix his Foot: And this, be this the Land, 
Great Fove, where I for ever will remain; 
(The Empire's other Hope ſhall ſay ;) and here 
Vanquiſid Intomb'dÞl11ye, or Crown'd 11 Reign. 
O Vertue to thy Britiſh Mother dear! 
Like the fam'd Tr. jan ſuffer and abide; 
For Anne is thine, I ween, as Venus was his Guide, 


XXX. There 
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. 
There, in Eternal Characters engrav'd, 

Vig, and Gibraltar, and Barcelone, 
Their Force deſtroy' d, their Privileges ſav'd, 
Shall Anna 's Terrors, and Her Mercies own: 
Spain, from th Uſurper Bourbon's Arms retriev'd, * 
Shall wich new Life and grateful Joy appear; 
Namb'cing the Wonders which that Youth atchiev'd, 
Whom Anna clad in Arms, and ſent to War; 
Whom Anna ſent to Claim Iberia's Throne; 
Aud made him more than King, in calling him Her 

XXX1. . 

There Iſter pleas'd, by Blenheim's glorious Field 

Rolling, ſhall bid his Eaſtern Waves declare 
Germania ſay'd by Britain's ample Shield; 
And bleeding Gaul afflicted by her Spear: 
Shall bid them mention Marlbrs, on that Shore 
Leading h.s Iſlanders renown'd in Arms, 
Thro' Ciimes, where never Britiſh Chief before 
Ot pit ch d his Camp, or ſounded his Alarms: | 
Shal: bid them bleſs the Queen, who made his Streams 
Glorious as thoſe of Boyn, and ſafe as thoſe of Thames. 


X X X [ I [Tow'rs, 


Brabantia, clad with Fields, and crown'd wi:h 
Wich decent Joy ſhall her Deliv'rer meet; CPow'rs, 
Shall own Thy Arms, Great Queen; and bleſs 1 hy 
Laying her Keys beneath thy Subject's Feet. 
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Flandria, by Plenty made the Home of War, 
Shall weep her Crime, and bow to Charles reftor'd ; 
With double Vows mall bleſs Thy happy Care, 
In having drawn, or having ſheath'd the Sword. 
From Theſe their Siſter Provinces ſhall know, 
How ne ſupports a Friend, or how forgives a Foe, 
IXXIII. | 
Right Swords, and creſted Helms, and pointedSpears, 
In artful Piles argugd the Work mall ly e; 
And Shields indented deep in ancient Wars, | 
© Blazog's wich Signs of Gallic Heraldry : 
And Standards with diſtinguiq'd Honours bright, 
Marks of high Pow'r, and National Command; 
Which V9/ess” Sons, and Bowrben's bore in Fight, 
Or gave to Fei, or Mywwancy's Hand: 
Great Spoils, which Gaia muſt to &ri gjz yield, 
From Cyreſſy's Battglſav'd, to grace FP 's Field. 
N E IIV. 
. And as fine An the Spaces may diſpoſe ; 
The knowing Thought and curious Eye ſhould ſee 
Thy Emblem, Gracious Queen, the Brotifh Role, 
Type of {yeer Rule, and gentle Majeſty: ; 
The Nerthern Thiſtle, whom no Hoſtile Hand 
Unhurt too xudely may provoke, I ween; 
Hibernig's Harp, Device of her Command, 
And Parent of her Mirth, mould there be ſeen: 
Thy vanquiſh'd Lillies, France, decay'd and torn, 
Should: with d. ſorder d Pomp, the laſting Work adorn, 
XXX V. Be 
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XXXV. 

neneath, Great Queen, Oh! very far beneath, 
Near to the Ground, and on the humble Baſe, 
To ſave her ſelf from Darkneſs, and from Death, 
That Muſe deſires the laſt, the loweſt Place, 
Who, tho' unmeet, yet touch'd the trembling String, 
For the fair Fame of Anne and Albion's Land; 
Who durſt of War and Martial Fury Sing; 
And when Thy Will, and when Thy Marlbrô's Hand 
Had quell'd thoſe Wars, and bid that Fury ceaſe; 
hung up her grateful Harp, to Eveilaſling Peace, 
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c ARAHEN SECULARE 
Latinè redditum. 


Ego Dis amicum, 
Seculo feſtas refereute Laces, 
Reddidi Carmen — Hor. 


AN E Bifrons, priſcos à tergo reſpice lapfi 
Annales zvi, feliceſque ordine longo 
Evolvas Faftos, quos cxtera tempora ſupra 
Conſpicuos Albo, ſec'lis Monumenta futuris 
Urbes fundatæ, & parti poſuère Triumphi. 
Aggredere inſignes ſpoliis, lauroque decoros 
Enumezare Duces, quos nobilis ira gementem 
Impulit ulciſci populum ; qui ſaera cruore 
Jura Patrum ſanxere ſuo; ſceptriſye potiti 
Miſerunt lætum placidis ſub legibus Orbem. 
Agmine perpetuo ſeries ornata Laborum 
Procedat, ſuus omnis Honos, ſua debita quemque 
Laus inſcripta notet: tum Noſtra ad Tempora caſus i 
Inſignes ducas, Famamque & Fata Patemum | G7 
| Mi- an 
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Mirac'lis oppone Novis, Regique Britanuo. 
Dumque fide, curaque parti per ſingula curris; 
Dum varios recolis populos, varioſque labores; 
Et ſtudia, & leges, pugnataque prælia ſeris 
Temporibus mandas; tute ipſe fatebere, Fane, 
Omnium in Auriaco cumulari Nomine famam: 
Et dices Otbi attonito; nil Sæcula Tale 

Prima tulere Hominum, nil Majus poſtera reddent. 

Vertice ſublimi ſurgat, tua maxima cura, 
Bello & Pace potens Latium: Fortiſſima corda, 
Egregios rerum Dominos dabat 7tala tellus, 
Felix prole virim ; foecundam hanc aſpice gentem» 
Romanoſque tuos; huc vertere, & altius omnem 
Naſcentis prima repetens ab Origine Regni 
Expedias famam; pulchro in certamine Pubem 
Oppone Auſoniam, & cedat ſua Palma merenti. 
Si potuit ferro Latii tutbare Colonos 

Palantes Mavorte ſatus, fi ruſtica late 

Regna demare armis; raptz fine more Sabina 
-  Surgenti famæ, cæptiſque ingentibus obſtant. 
Sacra Deum, ſanRaſque Aras, & Templa tueri 
Cura Namam ſubiit; ſed frigida dextera bello, 
Non haftam torquere ſciens, enſemquz rotare 


Fulmineum, juvenumque manus armare frementiim, 


Conſiliis, eſto, Fabii Romana vigebant 

Arma: at res omnes gelide tardeque miniſtrans, 

Dilator nimiùm Sapiens ingrata trahebat 

Bella. Quid immani Pat rem pietate cruentum 
Vitorem 
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vicozem Brutum teferam? forteſque ſub armis 
Amilium, Decium, Cur um? tot Magna Animorum 
Nos Exempla monent, qui poſſit lege Libido 
Frznari, & quantum cedat Virtutibus Aurum: 
Hos quoque ſed nimiùm gaudens popularibus auris, 
Hos rapit Ambitio, tumidoque Superbia faſtu 
Oſtentans humileſque caſas, paryoſque Penates. 
Sit quanquam IIluſtris, primos Inglorius annos 
Scipiades egit; nec mens invicta Catonis 
Semper erat, tunc faſſa metum, vel viſa fateri, 
Cum ceſſit Fato, & lucem indignata refugit. 
Julius Externos fruſtra domat, oninia Rome 
Subjiciens, Romamque fibi ; Surgitque triumphans 
Afflictos Cives ſuper, oppreſſumque Senatum. F 
Imperium lene Auguſtus, Patriamque ſubactam 
Mollia vinc'la pati juſſit; ſed vincula paſſa ef, 
Purpureum cultu inſolito venerata Tyrannum. 

Fas Veterum laudes juſtis celebrare Triumphis; 
Fas etiam errores, atque omnia ferre ſub auras. 
Stare loco impatiens magna ſeſe impete verſat 
vivida vis animi, Patrii ceu Tybridis unda, 
Cui nunc lene fluens rigat agros dulcis aquæ fons; | 
vortice nunc rapido volvit ſe turbidus Amnis; | 
Et limo caſtas obſcœno poiluit Undas: | 
Diis quanquam geniti, atque invicti viribus eſſent, 
Mortalem infecto faſſi ſunt Sanguine Matrem. 

Decolor ex illo vitiis dominantibus ætas 
Degenerare auſa eſt; rumpit vinc'la omnia Miles 

| Acer, 
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Acer, acerba fremens ; Majeſtatemque verendam 
Effrænis viclat rabies; jam Segnior annis 

Deficit illa olim rerum pulcherrima Roma ; 
Heu! Vix agnoaſces veteris Veſtigia Form : 
Danec geus Divam, nati venientibus annis, 
Heroiim novus ordo datur, nova Lumina Surgunt; 
Heſperiogus Dies melior procedit Olym po. 

Aſpice ut inſignis Spoliis Pharamondus opimis 
Ingreditur ; maguuſque Aquilis qui Lilia junxit 
Carolus; inde alii, quos Gallica terra Triumphis 
Dives alit, genus acre virùm, ſpectataque bello 
pectora. Sed major nunc rerum apparet lmago; 
Sanguinez en Lauri, victriciaque arma Wilhelmi 
Niormanni: Viden' externis quanta intonet otis 
Trudorum manus armipotens, & Nomina magna, 
Plantagenũ m metuenda Domus? quid plurima Virtus 
Amborum potuit, te victriæ Anglia teſtor, 

Quam labor Heroüm imperio Maria omnia circum 
Aſſeruit, fundanſque Armis & Legibus ornans : 
Felix, fi nunquam regnandi dira cupido 
Cognatas acies paribus concurrere telis 

Egiſſet, Patriæque in viſcera vertere vires: 

Ula afflicta ſedet, variis incerta Triumphis 

Cui det colla ſugo, quam fit paſſura Tyrannum. 

Quo Defideri ſoboles, quo Ceſar Adolphus, 
Naſſovitque alii rapiunt, celeberrima Proles ? 
Omnes Illuſtres, omnes in utrumque parati, 

Aut Patriam tutati, aut cen occumbere moni 
| Hos 


Hos 
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Hos juxta Auriacus pleno fluit agmine ſanguis, 
jmmottale genus: Primuſque en Martius auctor 
Cornizer; inde Heros qui bello a cotpore nomen 
Obtinuit ; noſco ecines, frontemque venuſtum 
Francigens juvenis; Domus hinc chalonia mixta eſt 
Naſſoviisz ſedeſque novas, Nhenumque bicornem 
Inde petit, linquens Nd], ripam que Sonantem. 
Jamque Stuartiadum Series longiſſima Regum 
Emicat. Illa diu magna ditione tenebat 
Effrænem Populum, & duris Regna horrida glebis ; 
Donec Fata Deum, & luſtris labentibus tas 
Scotorum manibus tranſcribi Sceptra jubebant 
Auglica; feeeruntque omnes uno ore Britannos. 
Atq; hic, Magne Deus, cum res ſerut abere noſtras, 
Sis bonus O; paſsimque oculos per cuncta fe renti 
Si quid forte tibi occurrat de Gente Stuartum 
Infelix; (utcunque ferent ea fata Minores ) 
Pro Patria, obteſtor, pro Majeſtate Fri tanni 
Imperii, nihil Ingratum, nihil Acre dolores 
Obductos vulgare Sinas: Preme, Fane, tenebris, 
Quæ laudare nequis; Teque ad Meliora reſerves. 
Utqʒ erit ad N O MEN ventum, quod flebile femper 
Semper honoratum (Sic Di voluiſtis) habemus, 


- Supprime ſingultus, ſubraiſsa & voce dolores 


Hos compeſce, Tuo ne dota Britannia Luctu 
Ice iterum in lachrymas, iterum gemebunda querelam 
Integret infandam ; ſt illetque cruore recenti 


Xternum crudele patens ſub Feſtore vulnus. 
* Maria. Qud 
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Quo jam Raptus abis? Naſſyvi Janel abores 
Aggredere 06! magnos, atq; amplum claude Volumen. 
En! Infans Victor, nutu dum temperat iras 
Turbati populi: jacet en! Tirynthius alter; 
Ardenteſque hoſtes, & ſibila colla tumentes 
Sternit ; & in Cunis infans ſe vindicat Heros. 

En! quantis tollit ſe rebus firmior tas? 
Quales Primitiz Juvenis, bellique ferocis 
Dura Rudimenta, & primis nova Gloria in Armis: 
Sublimis Marte adverſo, Mitiſque ſecundo, 
Eventus omnes, & ineluctabile Fatum 
Subjecit pedibus: Non Mens elata Triumphis, 

Non depreſſa Malis; ſed in omnia pectus Honeſum 
Fertur idem, Fatis contraria Fata rependens. 

Dum Curas hominum, dum ſpes contemnit inanes, 
Fortunæque Vices cæcas; quocunque cadat res, 
Hoc ani mo fixum ſedet, zternumque ſedebit, 

« Parcere ſubjetis, & debellare Superbes. 

En! totum Heroem, Maturum, & Sceptra tenentem 
Coatemplare Virum: en! ut juſtà fulminet ira 
Terrarum egregius vindex; placiduſque Volentes 
per Populos det jnra; infeo & leniat Hoſti 
P-&ora flexanimus Victor; mitiſque jacen:ùm 
Dat vitam lachrymis; quo pectora fida ſuorim 
Amplecti ſtudio properat? quam totus in Illis! 
Quam curas Pater indulgens deſcendit in omnes! 
Nec Regem pudet Officio certare Priorem. 

Hac arte, © Bel:is ingens, ingentior alma 


Morum 


— bl 
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Morum temperie, devincis corda benignis 
aſſueta imperlis; longos hac arte Triumphos 
Maxime victor agis, cum Teque, animoſq; tuorum” - 
Pacatumque regas æquis Virtutibus Orbem. 

Fer varias Virzque Vices, Operumque Colores 
1dem cautus Honos, metuens & Gratia culpz, 
Puraque ſimplicitas, totà deſcrip:a Tabella 
Effulget; Conſtanſque ſibi ſervatur ad imum, 

Vitoris caſt ta ingrederis? Cerramina nulla 

Cum Vi&is, belli nulla horrida ſigna eruenti 
Apparent infixa agris: Non Milicis ardor 
Turbavit Pectus; nec Purpura picta ſuperbos 
Induxit Regum faſtus; ſed fama peric' lo 
Explorata, velut fulyum fornacibus aurum, 
Emicat innocuo: fruſtia Voltania peſtis 

Circùm immanè flemit: Contemp:orique minatur 
Flamma ſuo: cæco contra dominata furori 
Ardens ſpectatur Virtus, Ponduſque Nitoremque 
Illæſum ſervans; & Amico vivit in Igne. 

Unum, Fane, oro (quando nos noſtraque morti 
Debemur) magni ſaltem mirac' la Wilbelmi 
Exuperare, virùmque ſinas volitare per otra. 

Ut nati natorum, & qui naſcentur ab illis 

Viiturem ex Illo moniti, verumque Laborem 

Cognoſcant; & Sancta procul Veſtigia adoteut. 

Exoriare aliquis, Regis qui geſta Britanni, 

Fat aque Fortunaſque docens, Moreſque Manuſque 

(Argumentum ingeus) vivis committete cha: tis 
| anks, 
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Auſis, & ſerum producere Nomen in ævum: 

Cum Statuz, muito cum victum tempone Marmor, 

£raque labentur; cum bello Sævior omni, 

Invidioſa Dies Famæ monument a 8rit aus 

Delebit; tardis cum Sabi flexibus ibit 

Per terras mutata novas; ſerique Nepotes 

Quzrent, qui ſtabant immania Saxa Narmwrce. 
En! Urbem, dicent, quæ quondam condidit Aﬀtris 

Ambitioſa Caput; totics quæ pertulit omnem 

Irriſi Nubem belli: ſed non ita ſenſit | 


Armatos Britoa s; non itrita tela Wilbelms 


Experta eſt; vaſtis dum Victor Turribus inſtans, Ire 
Cum Populo, & Siguis vietcicibus, & magnis Dis, Di 
Fundamenta quatit : Mortaliaque Agmina tach 0 
Contra Naſſortum atque Jovem, contraque Aſinervam Te 
Tela tenent: medio dilcrimine cadis & ignis, De 
Ceu Perſeus per aperta volans, lpſe a. duus Arces Pi 
Oppoſitas Scandit; fruſtràque objecta retardant D. 
Flumina, flammarumque glu bi, Scopulique miaaces: M. 
En! tandem Summis inlultans Arcibus Heros; Pe, 
Er noti juxta, fulgentia Signa, Leons. Cu 
Et jam finis erat, cum Victor vertice ab alto Ex 
Deſpexit Gallum attonitum, & tum libera vinc'lo : 
Littoraque, & latos populos ; Pacemque ſilenti od 
Indulſit felicem Orbi: longe audiir ether, lad 
Et terræ, & fluvii; jamque ibat mollior undis let 
Moſa; feraſque ſuas Renu compeſcuit iras. : 
re 


Continud leges æternaque fœdera certis 


Impo- 


ris 


18, 
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Impoſuit Manus æqua locis; quam ſingula Metam, 
Et quem quæqʒ ferat dominum, quem quæqʒ tecuſet, 
Gens, ſemel edixit; Mirantemque admonet Orbem, 
Quantus Amor populi, quanta & Reverentia mitem 
proſequitur Regem: Comes indiriſus amico 
Adſtat Honos luteri: ſupra caput explicat alas 
Libertas firmata novwas; Pulchræque Sorores 
Et Virtus & Fama, pari diſcrimine certant, 
Utrum Qrnaze magis Regemne, Virumue deceret. 

Quid Loquot? aut ubi ſum? quis me per opaca 

viarum 

Ite furor ſuadet? quos Muſa aſſurgit in Auſus? 
Dum Vatis Furias Thebens concipit (Ignes 
O fi coneipetet ſimiles!) Te Jane reliuquit, 
Teque, Araſque tuas, ut Cœ um & ſid:ra tenter ; 
Demens, quæ nimbos & non imitabile fulmen 
Pindaricum ſi mul are auſa eſt. Da, Jane, furcati, 
Da veniam Auſa, ſua quam rapit ampla volante a 
Materia; & tollic volvens ſub naribus ignem 
Feraſus ardua in aſtra; neque audit anhelus habenas. 
Cum latos campos, immenſumque aſpicit æquor, 
Expaciatur Equus; vix hæret Aſuſa frementi, | 
Nec ſeit, qua fit iter; nec ſi ſciat, Imperet illi. 1 
Saxa per, & ſcopulos, & depreſſas convalles | 
laſequitur Regem; Telluſque ſub ungue tonanti 
ita gemit; reboant Sylvzquz, & wagnus Olympus. 

Nunc caſus Maſa ant iquos, annoſque reducit 
Prætetitos, Patriiſque Vium mcditatur in arvis; 

Hic 


236 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Hie Britonum motus cura, lachrymiſque ſuorum 
Conſilium vultu tegit; & ſecuni ante peractum 
Belli & Regnorum volvic ſub Pectore fatum. 
Et mox armatas Hyberno ſydere claſſes 
Molitur; contraque iras Cælique, Mariſque, 


Impavidus grande urget iter: tum ſanguin? multo 


Tutandas Anglorum Arcs, oblataque Regaa 
Occupat ; amiſſo fluitantem errare Magiſtro 
Sentic; & ipſe Ratem turbatis rexic in undis. 
Jamque alias hinc in Lacrymas, alia horrida Bella, 
Per deſolatæ Regna infelicia Ternes 

Diva Virum ſequitur; Fluctuſque irrumpit in altos 
Bovinde Bello undantis; tum Na i das, ad ſe 
Impatiens trepidas vocat; hort aturque Sorores 
Maturare fugam, quantuſque emerſerat Heros, 

O. enno narrare Patri: vanum Ille timorem 
Ridet; eamque Manum victis agnoſcit in un lis, 
Imperio dignam Pelagi, ſævoque Tridente. 

Hinc pleno Britonam Victor ſubit oſtia ve lo 
Stans celsà in puppi; Fueri, innupt æque Puellæ, 
Effuſique Patres, rciouantia littora circum 
Sacra canunt Reduci : Sed reppulit Ille moleſtum 
Officium ; poſcitque Animos, Laudeſque recuſat. 
Mox charos iterum Belgas, ſede ſque ſuorum, 

Et Patriam, & toties raptos ex hoſte Penates 
Hoſpes adit; varii populi, diverſaque Signa, 
Externique Duces omnes ſocia Arma f:r-ntes 


Communem celebrare Ducem ; quam tardus ad Iram, 
| : Quam 


Ms 
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Quim placidus Victor, fortunatuſque laborum 
Securus Palmæ, dum ptædam rejicit Heros. 
Nunc verſæ Scenz diſcedunt ; altera rerum 
Nunc ſurgit facies: alia ſub Luce videri 
heros grandis amat ; Succeſſuque Altior ipſo 
Innumeris Belli Spoliis, partiſque Trophzis 
Pacem lætus emit : Jam Virgo reddita terras 
Pacatas viſit ; jamque aurea Tempora circum 
Felices ſecura quatit Concordia pennas, 
Mox ad Danubium, rauczque Propontidis undam, 
õaſque plagas, alis audacibus ardens 
Muſa volat; lethi qua jam diſcrimine parvo 
stant acies, utrinque necem lugubre minantes: 
Hi motus animorum, iræ, infandique paratus, 
Compreſsa belli rabie, ſuſpenſa tenentur; 
Donec conſilia ingent is ſpectata Wilbelmi 
Oſtendant, Pacemne colant, an in arma ferantur. 
Quæ regio in terris, ubi Regis fœdera Sancta, 
Aut Leges placidæ ignotæ? Quæ Regna per Orbem 
(Qualemcunq; Fidem, Dominum quemcunqʒ fatentur) 
Communem Auriaco dubitent ſubmittere Cauſam? 
Hinc ad Hyperboream glaciem, monteſque nivales 
Urget Diva viam; qua Moſcoviticus altum 
Fulminat ad Tanaim Ceſar; nutuque tremendo 
Jura quaterdenis Juvenis dat gentibus unus: 
Hic tamen, Hic Ceſar perculſus Normine Regis 
Majoris, non Legatis, neque dulce Miniſtris 
Officium impatiens ceſſit; Se, Se Ipſe, ſuumque 
| Objecit 
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Objecit Caput, inſid Maris omnia vincens 
Tædia, dimidiumque Orbis peſt Terga rehnquens, 
Tangeretim Sanctami, per quam ſtet it Aga, dexrram, 
Hujus in imperio tumidum magnum ſue ffuentem 
Cernere erat Nolgam mulcc cui ſpumetrs undd, 
Saxoſumque fonans,: ob ponders rerrens 

Aut ſecum tapit, aut immiti gurgite mergit. 

sed Noſtrum, fed Maſe ſuum tibi, Tame; tuiſque 


.  Rivis aſſimulat Regem: Non Amnis abundans, 


Sed plenus per opima virüm Fortem abſque Furore 
Fundit aquam, tardoque' proeul Languo re Serenam : 
Quoſcunque 6 ! Britomem lambis pulcherrimus agros, 
Omnia thi ridere facis; Tib i candida Narr. 
Purpureas inter violas, & ſuave rubentes 
Vota facit reſoluta roſas; Te lentus in umbr4 
Labentem expectat Paſtor; Te mollia Prata, 
Te ſitiunt eroceis halantes floribus Horti. 

Quo feror? unde abii? tuque audaciſſima MN 
Quo peritura ruis? si formidabile littus, 
Si Lycios temnas ſaltus, fataliaque arva, 
Bollerophunt ei quæ ſignavere furores; 
I, ſequere infidos ventos, nova Nomina lapſu 
Subjectis poſitura undis: Ea ſurda monenti 
Ardet in Aftra magis; perque inconceſſa Diei 
Luxurians Spatia æterni, petit intima Divum 
Sacra, Poem, fimilemque Jovis, dictura Withelmium : 
Indefeſſa Hli maturos poſcit Honores ; 
| Illi ut Olympiacæ referantur — palmæ, 


Quam 


e 
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Quam Velox Theron, quam vaſtis viribus ing ens 

cperabat nunquam. Chromius: Maſams Ilias ergo 

er nitĩdos orbes Lucis, campoique patentes | 

pulcis raptat amor: juvat explorare Forum 

Curz it en ignorumn: fed inextricabilis exron, 

Et cxc# ambages, quas ma refolvere Virtus 

Naſſovii novit, ſecuram; & vana tumentem 

Exuperant lenge Divam; jamque æt here toto 

piæcipitata agitur; jam torti fulminis inſtar 

fertur; & horxifidis tonat exanimata ruinis, 

0 Cæptum Sublime! infetix exitus auſi 

Nobilis! o Muſe, & Vires pro Nomine tanto 

Eiguæ! ſed fic potius cecidifle juvabit 

Audentern, quàm venà humili inferiora feoutam. 

Radere iter medium, tutaſque extendere pennas. 
Nunc ad Te, & Tua Sacra, Pater, turbamque Se- 

nantem, s : 

(Matres atque Viros) quz cirount plurima- clauſas. 

fuſa fores, Pacem Brirenum, Vitamque Wilkelns 

Ardens implorat, nunc Ambitioſa vagantes 

K»/a modos revocet : Tuque 6! qua ſzcula fronre 

Jane vides ventura, Mes genetricis in alvum 

Deſcendas, partus ubi ſemina prima futuri, 

Et teneræ Species; ſimulachraque carcere* clauſo 

Mixta jacent; donec magnum per inane coacta 

Mox durare jubes & Rerum ſumere formas. 

Tum tua vox, divine Autor, tua cæoa relaxart 

piramenta maren; juſtis emiſfa Figuris 


* 


Dum 


240 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Dum veſtit Junctura decens & amabilis Ordo. Ex. 
Sed nimium brevis hora fugam meditata perennem Ill; 
Tranſit: & #ternam repetunt naſcentia noctem. Dif 
Non de Navali ſurgentes ære Triumphi, | dic 
Captivi Currus, ereptaque ab hoſte Trophza; Bal 
Non Civilis honos Querciis, non umbra coronz Ini 
Muralis, Laurique novum decus addere Regi ur 
Angliaco poſſunt; ſatis Illum conſcia Virtus, Del 
Geſtaque ſublimem tollunt: ad ſydera raptim Fur 
Vi propria. nituntur, opiſque haud indiga noſtræ. A 
Nunc ergo, ut Populus felix cum Rege potenti (Qu 
Fortunis patibus ſurgat; compagibus arctis Well 
Claudantur Belli portz : Et jam, Myſtice Cuſtos, Cer, 
Mitior ©! jam, Dive, precor, melioribus orbis Reg 
Auſpiciis, alioſ que dies, aliumque tenorem aul 
Tandem habeat, jubeas: hic fertea deſinat ætas be 
(Magna, eſto, fed Ferrea erat) faſſuſque Metalluna . 
Pulchrius, annorum ſe gratior explicet Ordo. HY 
Haud iterum pavidos bellum turbabit Agreſtes; * 


At ſecura Quies, at mollis Somnus, Amores . 
Jucundi, ſuaveſque Joci cum dulcibus Horis WW 
Perpetuum ducant orbem: Hoc a cardine rerum | 


5 Wo : Rora 
Paulatim incipiant magni procedere menſes; . 
Atque his flava Ceres, his formoſi ſſima Flora 10 

: b Aver 
Aſpiret; ſurgatque novo Gens aurea ſec'lo. a 
Immunis belli, dextræque innixa Miihe mi (Nan 
Terra Britanna ſui, ſedeat; I pectet que ruinas, intre 
Et cladem, & Lachrj mas, quarum pars nulla futura eſt 


Ex 
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Fxternasz iræque h ominum miſeretur inanis. 
m lla inter motas fatum immutabile Gentes | 
Diſpenſet ; vincantque illæ quas vincere maryult. | 
Sic noto celſos tuti ſub Matribus agni 
Balatu implebunt colles: Sic vallibus imis, 
lriguos amnes inter, ſeges aurea in altum 
gurget; & ipſa ſuas mirabitur Anglia meſſes: 
Delicias Diva æternas dum pectore pleno 
Fundet 3 & Ambroſios ſpirabit vertice odores. 

Aulai Antique cæcis exorta Iuinis 
(Qua Turres albas, veterum penetralia Regum 
hol ſei tabricata manu, Henricique Labores, 
Ceraere erat) juvenile caput Phoenicis ad inſtar 
Regia ſublimis tollat, melioribus, oro, 
Auſpiciis; & quæ fuerit minus obvia flammis. 
Alta, Auguſta, ingens, Dominoq; fimillima magno? _ 
?andat ſe veneranda Domus: Captiva Columnæ 4 
arma ferant Sacræ, belli monumenta cruenti, | 
Spiculaq; clypeoſq; atq; horrida Sanguine ſigna: 
Stabunt & Parii lapides; mediuſque Milhelmus 
En ipirans 3 humeruſque recens à vulnere vivis 
Rorabit guttis; metuens pro vindice mundi 
A tergo apparet Genius capitique minacem 
Avertit mortem; jacet illa innoxia, inermis, 
(Nam fic contuluit Jovis Indulgentia tertis) 
Intrepidi ante pedes Hetois: Tu quoque magnam 
A Partem opete in tanto, viridi Bevinda reclinans 
Leto, habeas ; imo Senior de gurgite viſus 
M Lan- 
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Lauriferum quaſſare Caput: Saxum evomit undas; 
EÆternique cadunt cæſo de marmore Rivi. 
Tuque O, quæ Famæ ſervas monumenta Brit anna, 
Regis opus, Regumque decus, cape dona tuorum 
Inclyta Winſorie turris. Tu Stellifer zther 
Signa geris, quibus Ipſe ſuum & delecta ſuorum 
Pectora diſtinguit, diviſque accedere juſſit 
Naſſovius; proprioque Pater decoravit honore. 
Tu circum Ormendi robuſtum myſtica ne&ens 
vinc'la genu, potuiſti Equitem ſocium addere Regi: 
Redditus his Victor terris, Spoliiſque potitus, 
Suppliciter venerans Divi ſub militis Aram 
Vota facit: veterum juxta decora alta Parentum, 
Botleros inter, victriciaque arma Bohuni 
Ipſe ſuum Clypeum, ſnaq3 æmula ſigna ſuperbis 
poſtibus aptavit, tanti non immemor Hæres | 
Nominis, aut Proavam dubitans extendere famam 
Utcunque 1!la novi ſecum grave pondus honoris 
Attulit Oſſvride mater Naſſovis Gent. 
Sacvilli Tu, Diva, latus, Tu lumine pectus 
ganctum ornas, ubi dulcis honos, ubi mille placendi 
Conjurant Artes; labor unus & una voluptas, 
Tollere depreſſos, & ſuſtentare jacentes. 
Hos brevis informet fragiles dum Spiritus artus, 
Indictus nunquam noſtris Sacvillus abibit 
Carminibus; nunquam labetur pectore chari 
Officium capitis: Munus quia maximus Ille 
Confert; collatique olim meminiſſe recuſar. 
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Jura fidemque Patrum, libertatem que Cavendos 
Aſſerere audentes, tuus amplo veſtit honore, 
Diva, favor: Stabit longum fortuna per ævum 
Alta Domus; patrioque nitebunt ſidere nati. 

Per Te Sandtmauri, per Te Talbetia proles, 
Felices Ambo, veitigia magna parentum 
Ambo luſtrantes, ſaxum hoc immobile dum tu 
Servas, Nomina erunt. Tuque, O pars maxima Muſæ, 
O Decas, O Noſtrum, cui pulcro in corpore Virtus 
Emicat, & ſincera Fides, & Gratia moium, 
Has Jerſae, (preces valeant ſi vatis amici, 
Si Deus hoc Carmen, Deus hoc inſpiret A pollo;) 
Has tanges aras, hic cingula ſacra decoro 
Apt abis lateri, vereriſque inſignia famæ 
yilleriis ſueta & tibi non indebita ſumes. 

Artibus intentum melior tum cura vocabit 
Her6a Angliacum; mirantem Annalibus orbem 
Exornare ſuis; ſeroſque docere Nepotes 
Imperii Arcana, & magna exemplaria Belli. 
Hinc, ut Virtutem dociles, verumque Laborem 
Cognoſcant; Laudiſque animi accendantur amore; 
Regis ad exemplum portis ſe Prima Juventus * 
Effundens, dum mane novum, dum gramina canent; 3 
Per ſaltus, gelidumque Nemus, piæruptaque ſaxa, 
Nunc Cervos turbabit agens; nunc ardua in armis, 
Et vigil ad vocem, qua fictum Buccina ſignum 
Bellica dat, grave Martis opus, ſub imagine luſus, 
Paulatim ex tanto aſſueſcat tolerare Magiſtro: 
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Et nunc altus Eques ſpatiis magna atria circum 

Curvatis fertur; luctantia nunc premit ora 

Bellatoris Equi; nunc torto verbere pronus 

Dat lora; & medio fervens in pulvere, ſtrictum 

Aut enſem quatit, aut certam jacit impiger haſtam. 
Pacis amans, ſtudiiſque favens, ſocia agmina jungant 

Sancta Corona ſenum, exemplis monitura minores, 

Qui Virtutis honos, & quid ſapientia poſſit. 

Hos rerum juvet obſcuros penetrare receſſus. 

Et varias cauſas, Naturæ arcana modeſtæ, 

Indiciis apetire novis, clariſque repertis. 

Illos degeneri audentes ſuccutrere ſec'lo, 

Cura gravis maneat Morum; & labor Hercule dignus 

Exonerare repletum immundà ſorde Theatrum. 

Sermones alii patrios, incertaque verba 

Ad leges fixas revocent, Venereſque decoras ; 

Ut late Angliacis inſtructa Annalibus orbis 

Gaudeat, & noſtrem reſonet gens Singula linguam, 

Vindicis ante pedes quæcunque effuſa Britanni 

Miſerat aut oppreſſa Preces, aut libera Grates. 
Neglectum in primis Carmen, Maſamque jacentem 

Tollat amica manus; nam reſpondere labori 

Muſa pio novit, Regiſque rependere Amores. 

Illa Patrum cineres ſanctos, venerandaque Buſta 

Vulgari ſecernit humo; famamque ſilenti 

Vindicat à tumulo: per M»ſam notus Vlyſſes 

Spirat adhuc; coramque Virum jam cernere fas eſt : 

- Muſe Agamemnenias palmas, ſemperque recentes 
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Conſervare datur Lauros; Eadem Illa Wilhelms, 
cum ſtatuz, ſolidoque Arcus de marmore ficti 
Deficient, longo Nomen ſacrum aſſeret ævo. 
Haud verò par officium, parteſque premamus 
Ingrati alternas; cum nil ſine Ceſare pulchrum, 
Nil altum Muſz labor inchoat : altera junctam 
Alterius fic poſcit opem, & conjurat amice. 
Igneus hinc numetis Vigor, & cæleſtis Origo; 
Hinc effulgentes zterna luce Camene, 
Informi cedente fitu, tenebriſque fugatis, 
Invida ſqualientis vincent oblivia noctis. 

Securos Britonum Commercia libera portus 
Omni ex parte petent; totum demiſſa per orbem 
pulchrior hinc Argo, meliori & vellere dives 
Annua dona feret; Spoliiſque redibit onuſta, 
Inaiam in Europam portans, gazamque nitentem, 
Quæ diffuſa jacet, qua Sol utrumque recurrens 
Aſpicit Oceanum. Quaſcunque Britannica Pinus 
Ingreditur ſublimis aquas, ſubmittat Honores 
Navita quiſque ſuos; puppeſque Inſigne ſuperbum 
Inclinent, faſſæ, quem Tet/hys omnibus undis 
Elegit, Dominum; quem vaſto Immobile Fatum 
Deſtinat Imperio, Terraque Marique petentem. 

Audivere preces Divi; jamque Anglica claſſis, 
Qua dabit aura viam, tutum per aperta profundi 
Curret iter, nova regna petens, nova littora viſens, 
Ignotumque ſuis mittens ſub legibus orbem. 
Alter tum Ganges, atque altera, quæ feret aurum, 

India 
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India Naſſovie cedet ; populique feroces 
Arma, Artes, Moreſque ſcient, nomenque Milbelw. 
Suppliciter venerans, demiſſo lumine ſtabit 


Agmen agreſte Viriim ; miramque loquentis ab ore 


Hiſtoriam eripiens, nunc Famam & Fata Wilhelmi, 
Vulnera, Sudorem, Palmaſque, Peric'laque diſcet; 
Quæ quibus anteferat, dubitans; nunc quant us in armig, 
Qualis in Hoſte fuit; quos Bello & Pace Triumphos 
Erexit: Matres, ut cœlo decidit Heros, 

Tum natis referent; & vox, quam proferet Infans, 


Prima, Nilhelmus erit: tenebris inhoneſta Tyranni 


Indecores Capita abſcondent, tum dira ſuorum 
Supplicia, indignos gemitus, juſtaſque querelas 
Ferre indignantes; cum conſcia fama, pudorque 


Provocat ad meliora Animos; cum Bella A ibelmi, 


Bella quaterdenos læſis pro gentibus Annos 
Confecta Audierint, tandemque ſilentibus armis, 
(Majus opus) part os felici Pace triumphos. 

Non dehinc hos miſeros Myſteria dira docebit 
Barbara Relligio: nulla horrida Numina finget 
Vana Superſtitio, Divamque immania Monſtra: 
Naſſovii Virtus cum ſe mirantibus offert, 
Præſentem confeſſa Deum; Cum figna decoris 
Divini, ternæque patent veſtigia Mentis 


Heröis deſcripta Animis, & vindice Dextri. 


Scilicet horrendi juſtà ſine lege Cometæ 
Incertam lucem quatiunt; & Crine minaces 
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adicunt iras orbiz niſi publica vota - 
irertant lævum miſeris Mortalibus Omen. 
kt vero juſtis mundum qui temperat horis, 
ſera Jovis proles, Cœlo. puriſſimus Ignis, 
Non errore vago, czcique libi dine fertur : 
cenus iter fixum peragit; curſuſque Diurnos 
ml obſervant homines; & ſanctum Sydus adorant. 
o Fane, O Divim fi flectere Fata liceret; 
fi Parcz Anglorum precibus miteſcere Scirent; 
ol iſte ante ſuum ceſſaret currere Cœlum, 
uam Rex Naſſoviss terrz ſe ſubtrahet orbæ 
kidendus Superis: ſed inexorabile Numen 
omne premit mortale: adent, volventibus Annis, 
Dira futura Dies, & ineluctabile tempus 3 
Cum pars Semidei mæſto Materna Sepulchro 
Condetur, Dominuſque ſuis plorabitur Abſens. 
kt Vos, O Divi, fi quid pia vota valebunt, | 
Vos precor Æterni, quorum hæc ſub numine Tellus, A 
Tuque, O Sancte, tuis, Bifrons, Cceleiftia firma 5 
lectora conſiliis; Sociique per Ethera Divi 
Dic, in amicitiam coeant, Tecumque Britannam 
Conjurent ſervare Domum : Communibus omnium 
Orati precibus, magno procul Omine triſtem 
Di removete Diem; multoſque benigniùs Annos 
Accumulate ſacro Capiti : da Fane ſenectam 
mmunem Curis, placidaque quiete potitam: 
gat Bello, Eurepæq; datum eſt; ſatis arma Juventus 


denſit; & ingeares teſtatur terra Trium phos: 
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Canitiem novus ornet Honos; dum tempora cireum 

" Viſttices inter Lauros aſſurgat Oliva. | 

En! Hujus, Jane, auſpiciis naſcentia longum 

Sec'la habeant omen Pacis ; lætique Nepetes 

Seros jucundis agitent ſub Legibus annos ; 

Ante ferat quam Czlo animam Jovis Armiger alto, 
Nobile onus, Patrioque Heros poſcatur Olympo; 

Ambo ubi Ledai, ceu qui Pedes ibat in hoſtem, 

Ceu luctantis Equi ſpumantia qui regit ora; 

Magnus ubi Alcides Fato & J wn:mis iniquæ 

Sævis ereptus juſſis; ubi grande Maroni: 
Argumentum, Autor Latii, Regnique Britanni 

Otia agunt; ubi tet radiantia Nomina toto 

there nota ſatis, quos omnes æquus amavit 
Jupiter, & meritis Homines donavimus aris : 

Sero, Fane Pater, cœlo decus adde patenti 

Naſſ.vium Sydus, quod amici luce coruſcum 

Fulgeat, & dubiis oftendat littora nautis. 
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